


How To Train A Football Star

by VeeandreaHart



Category: How to Train Your Dragon
Genre: Humor, Romance
Language: English
Characters: Astrid, Hiccup, OC, Tuffnut
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2014-05-22 19:42:41
Updated: 2016-03-31 19:19:35
Packaged: 2016-04-26 18:50:15
Rating: T
Chapters: 24
Words: 34,036
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Berk Academy is a renowned school for physical education. Unfortunately, Hiccup's talents lie more in academics, much to his father's chagrin. Hiccup's best friend, Kika, convinced Stoick to allow Hiccup to try out for the football team. Kika gets her older brother Adam "Toothless" Marvil to train him to help him get the girl of his dreams. Eventual Hiccup/Astrid and Kika/Tuffnut





	1. Chapter 1

**Hey, oh, what am I doing here? I don't know, it's a little thing called…writing! This is my first HTTYD fic. I hope you enjoy, but if not…well, I'm sorry.**

**Disclaimer: HTTYD is not mine, unfortunately.**

"Ugh, why can't I be like them?" Hiccup groaned, burying his face in his hands as we watched the football conditioning before tryouts later that month.

I turned to him. "Because you're you," I shrugged. "If you were like them, you wouldn't be _you_."

"Exactly!" he exclaimed.

"I didn't mean that positively," I deadpanned, laying a hand on his shoulder. "Look, so you're not gifted physically, but look at you! You're a genius! And most of those guys are jerks anyways, so maybe it's better that you're not one of them."

"You don't get it," he replied, slumping forward. "Every day it's the same thing. 'Oh, Hiccup, why can't you be good at sports?' 'Oh, Hiccup, why are your arms so flimsy, like overcooked spaghetti?'"

I snorted a laugh at his impression of his father. "Look, he's only hard on you because he thinks you're not being the best that you could be," I explained.

"But your parents aren't hard on _you_ for not joining the cheer team or the softball team," he retorted. "No, they _support _your decisions to do what you want! He doesn't even trust me with anything."

"Yeah, well, my parents aren't the principal of Berk Academy, the world renowned school of physical education," I rolled my eyes. "Besides, you're your dad's flesh and blood, and he was head quarterback all four years he went here. _My _parents aren't even mine, so they don't know what I can do."

"I suppose you have a point there," he shrugged, defeat sounding in his voice.

"I do," I nodded. "And so do you."

"What?"

I stood up, cracking my back. "If you really want to be like them, you need to work out more," I explained, scooping up my backpack. "And _you _need all the help you could get."

"Gee, thanks," he rolled his eyes, his sarcasm evident as he stood up, grabbing his own backpack.

"If you're really determined to do this, and I mean _really, really _determined, I could talk to my brother, and I might be able to convince him to help train you for try outs."

"Really?" he asked, a hopeful gleam in his eyes.

I shrugged. "It'll take a while to convince him, and I might not even be able to. He's really stubborn like that, but I'll try, so don't get your hopes up."

"Yeah, yeah," he laughed, jumping down the bleacher steps.

"You're too energetic," I sighed, following after him at a much slower rate.

"You're just too slow," he retorted, sticking out his tongue.

"My short legs can only carry me so far in such an amount of time," I huffed, slamming into his back. I recoiled, holding my nose. "Why'd you stop?!" I demanded, glaring at him. He didn't respond. I walked around him, and saw him staring off into the field, his mouth hanging open. I followed his line of sight, a smug smile tugging at my lips. "Oh~" I nodded, walking by him. "I see."

"Wait, what?" he asked, following after me, taking small glances back to where he was staring.

"_That's_ what brought on this sudden interest in football," I grinned, now walking through the parking lot.

"What? No," he huffed, trying to seem nonchalant. "I just…I just want to make my father proud, that's all."

"Really?" I asked, getting into his face. "Or maybe it's the cliché that cheerleaders only date football players? And you think that Astrid, being the captain of the cheer squad, wouldn't spare a weak little nobody like you a second glance?"

"Well, yeah," he replied, spreading his arms questioningly. "Who would?"

"I would," I shrugged. "I did."

"Well, yeah, but that was as a friend sort of way," he replied. "I was talking about as a boyfriend-girlfriend sort of way."

"Aha!" I exclaimed, pointing a finger in his face. "It _is_ about Astrid!"

"No, I didn't say that-"

"Oh, so you want your _father_ to look at you in a boyfriend-girlfriend sort of way?" I offered.

"Ew, no!" he hacked. "That's disgusting!"

"Then what's this about?" I asked, getting into his face.

"It's about Astrid, okay?" he exclaimed, stopping.

I turned around, a sweet smile planted on my face. "That's all I needed to know," I told him happily. "Is it alright if I come over tonight? It's date night and I don't feel like seeing the devil's face."

"Which devil? Your mom or her boyfriend?" he asked jokingly.

"Both," I replied, pulling my keys out of the front compartment of my backpack.

"And what about you?" Hiccup demanded once we were seated in my car.

"What about me what?" I asked, starting the engine.

"Has anyone caught your eye?" he asked.

"As if," I snorted. "All the guys here are vain and shallow."

"Hey!"

"Besides you, of course," I said, letting sarcasm drip into my next words. "You're so smart and funny and an all-around Renaissance man."

"I am, aren't I?" he asked, jokingly rubbing his nails on his lapel in an important sort of way.

"Oh, yes, all the girls fawn over you, Hiccup," I exclaimed, pushing him slightly as I parked in his driveway and stopped the engine. "I also enjoy staying at your house because it's such a short commute, and I can sleep longer in the morning."

"I'm glad to know you don't really come over to hang out with me," he rolled his eyes as he exited my car.

"Well, you know I like hanging out with you," I shrugged, closing my door. "If I didn't, I wouldn't hang out with you, and I'd probably ignore your existence."

I waited at the top of the steps for Hiccup to find his house keys and open the door. He let me go in first, and I took off my shoes in the front entryway before walking up the stairs. "Hi, Stoick," I greeted as I walked into the kitchen to grab a bottle of water.

"Hello, Kalika," he nodded over his mug of coffee. "How've you been?"

"Tired," I sighed, leaning on the counter. "Too many research reports."

"Really?" he asked.

"Yeah, even one for gym," I told him incredulously. "All we do is exercise! How am I supposed to…?" I trailed off. "Anyway, how've you been?"

"Alright," he nodded once again.

"You know, Stoick," I started. "I think Hiccup should try out for the football team this year." He stared at me, not speaking, but by the look of shock and disbelief on his face. "Here me out," I demanded. "I think there's a lot of hidden potential behind his noodle-like arms! You just have to let it shine! What do you think?"

"I think he can barely climb a rope," he replied, his face no longer betraying what he felt.

"Just give him a shot," I started. "He has a girl-"

"Kika, stop talking to my dad about how much hidden potential I have!" Hiccup called from his bedroom. A door slammed closed as soft footsteps became louder as Hiccup got closer to the kitchen. "Kika," he growled.

"Just think about it," I told Stoick as Hiccup dragged me to the living room.

"Why do you always do that?" Hiccup demanded.

"Do what?" I asked innocently.

"You know what! That!" he pointed to the kitchen.

"Because I love you?" I offered. He shook his head. Shrugging, I plopped onto the couch, picking up the remote. "Wanna watch the Avengers?"

**There we are! Chapter One! The first chapter! The first of many! Or just a few! Either one! I'm so caffeinated! Hey, look a pony! What? Hahaha!**

**Thank you for reading! Feel free to drop a review, if you wish.**

**Loves and hugs, my dearest minion horde!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	2. Chapter 2

**So, I feel the need to tell you this, but I definitely won't be posting a new chapter every day. I just post once I write the chapter. I have a whole cycle of stories that I update in a specific order. So…yeah. Thanks!**

**Chapter two! Hehehe, okay, here I go.**

**Disclaimer: HTTYD does not belong to me.**

"Kika, you have to wake up," Hiccup whined, shaking my shoulder.

"Pfft, five more minutes," I muttered, rolling over to face the back of the couch.

"Kika," Stoick called, coming into the room. "Get up. Now."

"Fine," I groaned, rolling off the couch and onto the floor, and Hiccup's foot. "Ow…"

"It's what you get for blindly rolling," Hiccup laughed, taking my hand to help me up. "Get ready, we have to be at school in twenty minutes."

"You got it!" I saluted him. "Hey, can I borrow some clothes?"

"Yeah, you know where everything is," he waved me off, pouring himself some cereal. "Do you want Fruity Pebbles of Cocoa Pebbles?" he called as I dug through his drawers for something to wear.

"Fruity!" I replied, holding up a pair of his jeans to my waist. "Do you have a belt?"

"Bottom drawer with my socks!"

I nodded, crouching down and opening the drawer. "Do you have any undershirts?" I asked as I dug for his belt.

"Middle drawer with the rest of my shirts!"

"Do you have a diary?"

"Top drawer with-" he broke off. "Hey!"

"What?" I asked innocently. "You don't have any cool socks!"

"I think you'll be able to stand being boring for a day," he said, and I could practically hear him rolling his eyes.

I shrugged, stripping down and putting his clothes on. I left his room, throwing my clothes in his hamper on my way to the bathroom, where I brushed my hair and teeth. Then I rejoined Hiccup and Stoick in the kitchen, saying, "I'm always amazed with how well your clothes fit me."

"It's because he has a girly physique," Gobber, our gym teacher, said, walking into the house through the backdoor. I'm pretty sure he was Hiccup's uncle or a family friend or something, but I could have been wrong.

"Maybe it's because of _your_ girly physique," I retorted, picking up my bowl of cereal.

He snorted a laugh in response. "Eat up," Stoick commanded. "We head out in five."

"Five what?" I asked. "Seconds, minutes, hours, days, weeks, fortnights, months, years-"

"Minutes, minutes, Kika," he replied.

"How many minutes? One, two, three, four, ten, a thousand-"

"Five."

"Five what? Seconds, minutes-"

"Minutes! Five minutes!"

"Okay, just making sure," I shrugged, shoving a spoonful of cereal in my mouth. "You have to be clear with those kinds of things because if you're not, it makes people confused."

After I finished my cereal, I placed the bowl in the sink, and turned to Stoick as I picked up my backpack. "Could I be principal for a day?" I asked.

A look of horror passed through everyone's faces, for some reason, but disappeared when Stoick said, ever so bluntly, "No."

I pouted. "Fine…Hey, Hic, you ready to go?" I asked, scooping my keys up from the countertop.

"Yeah," he nodded. "I'll ride with Kika today, okay, Dad?"

"Sure, just don't be late," he replied. Hiccup and I headed to the door, but was stopped when Stoick said gently, "And, son, go to conditioning today."

Hiccup turned around quickly. "Really, Dad? You mean it?" he asked.

"Yes, we'll see if you're good enough, and maybe you'll do your old man proud," Stoick replied warmly.

"Ah, thank you, Dad!" Hiccup smiled. "You won't regret it!" he called, rushing out the door.

"Wait for me!" I called, waving goodbye as I followed after Hiccup. Once we were in the car, I turned to Hiccup. "You know why he did that?" I asked.

"Because he's finally going to start believing in me?"

"No, because I talked to him," I replied, starting the car. "You should thank me."

"Pfft, yeah right," he rolled his eyes.

A few minutes of silence passed. "So, do you really have a diary?" I asked. He shot me a look.

… … … … … … …

"Hey, you ready?" I asked, walking next to Hiccup as he walked towards the football field where the other players were stretching.

"As ready as I'll ever be," he replied, his voice shaky as he took a deep breath.

"Just chill," I told him. "You're smaller than all of them so, theoretically, you're faster than them too."

"Theoretically?" he asked. "It sounds like you have no faith in me at all!"

"Well ever since we first met, you've been kind of a wimp," I shrugged.

"Thanks…thanks…" he sighed, shaking his head before jogging out onto the field.

"Go, Hiccup!" I cheered. "You can do it!"

I sat on the lowest row on the bleachers, watching them stretch.

… … … … … … …

Well, Hiccup might have been the smallest, but he was most certainly _not_ the fastest. Even Fishlegs, his real name's Kevin, but he has very…fish-like legs I guess, so everyone just calls him that. He doesn't really seem to mind. What was I saying? Oh, yeah! Even Fishlegs outran him by, like, a mile! Hiccup's chances of getting on the football team were looking slimmer and slimmer as each exercise passed.

The whistle was blown, signaling the end of conditioning for the day, and Hiccup limped over to where I was sitting. "Hey, champ," I greeted.

"Hey, Kika," he replied, lacking his usual luster.

"I thought you did good," I told him.

"It's 'well,' and you saw me out there, I was trampled," he deadpanned. "On multiple occasions."

"You did better than I would've done."

"I doubt that," he groaned, plopping down next to me. "You can run a mile in less than six minutes. I could barely run one in half an hour." He sighed. "I've decided…"

"Hmm?"

"Call your brother."

I shrugged. "Will do," standing up, I held out my hand to him. "I'm giving you a lift home?"

"Yeah, thanks," he replied, taking my hand and standing up. "I'm going to be so sore in the morning."

"You look like you're very sore right now," I replied.

"Thank you for pointing out the obvious."

I opened my mouth to respond, but was cut off by my phone ringing. I held up my finger, answering my phone. "Talk to me," I commanded.

"Kika, where have you been?"

"Mother, I texted you yesterday. I was at a friend's."

"Why didn't you come home?" she demanded.

"It seems as though I've come down with a bad case of the Hiccups," I replied, sending a wink to my friend. "Anyways, I'm coming home right after I drop Hiccup off at home. See you then, love you, bye!"

"A bad case of the hiccups?" he asked. "You couldn't get a more original response?"

"No, I like puniffying your name."

"Is that even a word?" he asked, opening the passenger side door.

"No, probably not, but who cares?" I shrugged, starting the car.

**There you go! Chapter two! Aahhhh!**

**Thanks for reviews, follow, and favorites!**

**Loves and hugs, minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	3. Chapter 3

**Here I am! The delay in chapters in due to a rude guest reviewer (no offense) who demanded a new chapter when I didn't want to write it as I have already told you I will update after I update the four other stories I'm writing now. It's a cycle. Don't get mad if I don't update in two days! I'm not writing four chapters for four different stories in two days! Deal with it.**

**Disclaimer: HTTYD…not mine, sorry…**

As I pulled into the driveway, I noticed a different car parked where my car usually goes. I shrugged it off, taking the spot next to it, parking. I grabbed my backpack from the backseat and hopped out of the car, locking the doors before walking up the steps. I wasn't shocked to find the door unlocked, since my mother usually lost her keys. "I'm home~" I sang, throwing my bag on the ground where the shoes go.

"Is that my precious little sister?" an excited voice exclaimed from the kitchen.

"I'm not little!" I called back, taking off my shoes as my brother walked into the living room.

"You'll always be my little sister, Candy Cane," he hummed, wrapping me in a bone crushing hug.

"No, no, I'll always be your _younger_ sister," I replied, pushing away from him. "How've you been?"

"Pretty good, pretty good," he shrugged. "Can't complain. How was your day?"

"Eh, it was a day," I replied. "Hey, big bro, can I ask you for something?"

He laughed. "Not even here for fifteen minutes and you're already asking for a favor?" he chuckled. "Maybe, I don't know."

"I have this friend," I said.

Adam held up his hand. "Say no more, little sister, say no more. When you like a guy, it's best to just tell him your feelings," he said, sounding like he was explaining everything I needed to know. "Don't play all that 'he should ask me out/he should kiss me first' crap. Just do it."

"That's not what I was going to ask," I deadpanned.

"Oh," he paused. "Then…go on."

I shook my head, laughing. "Like I was _saying_, I have this friend, and he's kind of a loser. His dad's the principal at B.A., and has real high hopes for him, so I was wondering if you could teach him how to play…football?"

The smile fell off of his face, and he sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose as he turned to the side. "Look, Kika…" he started. "You know I don't…"

"Adam-" I started.

"No, no, listen," he demanded. "I don't play anymore. You know that! I'm done with football, Kika."

I whined, slumping my shoulders. "But there's this girl he likes, and he can't impress her if he's a loser!"

"I said no, Kika."

"Come on, just-"

"Kalika!" he snapped. I shut my mouth, feeling a pout form on my lips and my eyes started to water.

"Fine," I sighed glumly. "I never ask you for anything. I just thought…" I trailed off, running a hand through my hair. "Whatever…"

"Kalika, don't try to guilt me into changing my mind," he pleaded.

"No, no," I waved him off. "You said no, and no means no, especially when you're crushing people's dreams and ruining your little sister's view on how smart and caring and giving her big brother is…"

He sighed in defeat. "Okay, okay!" he said. "I'll do it, alright? Every day before school and on weekends at nine. Happy?"

I smiled, jumping up to hug him. "Thank you! You're the best!" I cried.

"Yeah, yeah," he laughed, putting his arms around me. "Go call your friend and tell him to rest up, training starts tomorrow at five o'clock sharp."

"Okay, thank you," I grinned, pulling away to go call Hiccup. "I love you! I'll make you some rice pie! Promise!"

"Yeah, I'll hold you to that," he called, going back to the kitchen. "Cocoa?"

"Yes please!"

In my room, I let out an excited giggle, pulling out my phone and dialing Hiccup's number. I waited. _Ring…ring….ring_

_Ring…ring…ri_-

"Hello?" Hiccup say, holding the first syllable slightly longer than needed.

"Aha," I let out, trying to style my laugh.

"Kika, are you okay? Are you having an allergic reaction or something? Do I need to call an ambulance?" he asked.

"NYERHAHERHER!" I let out before slapping my hands over my mouth.

"Nope, you're just laughing," he sighed. "What's got you so giddy? You get a boyfriend?"

"No, but you better love me forever," I told him, taking a deep breath.

"Why?" he asked skeptically after a long silence.

"Because this girl just convinced her brother to give you football training!" I announced.

I heard something crash, and Hiccup stuttered excitedly, "Are you serious?"

"As serious as I could be," I chuckled. "So training starts tomorrow at five a.m. sharp. You have training every day before school and on the weekends at nine."

"Okay, that's great! Thank, Kika!"

"Eh, don't thank me," I replied. "Thank my big bro."

"Um, obviously," he said, and I could hear the grin in his voice. "Ah, this is so great!"

"Yeah?"

"Yeah! I mean _the_ Toothless Marvil is going to train me! Even if I don't make the team, people iwill at least look at me like I'm somebody! Maybe Astrid will…" he trailed off.

"While I'd like to hear your deepest fantasies about Astrid, I have a lot of homework to do," I yawned. "I'll text you later."

"Okay, make sure to get some sleep," Hiccup said. "You're scary if you don't get enough. Thanks again."

"No problem," I smiled. "See ya."

"Bye."

After hanging up, I turned to the stack of homework I had to do. "Argh," I groaned, slinking over to my desk and plopping down in my chair, a pencil in hand. "Math homework, here I come…"

**A slightly shorter chapter, but I don't know how to make it any longer, and, to be honest, I want to go to bed, so…there you go.**

**You know, someone commented on one of my other stories that I seemed like the kind of author to just spontaneously kill the main character without any prior warning or foreshadowing. Would you agree? I think I would; it seems like the kind of evil thing I would do.**

**Thank you for reviews and the like!**

**Loves and hugs, minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	4. Chapter 4

**Hiyo!**

**Thank you, now: Disclaimer: I don't own HTTYD.**

_Ring….ring…ring…ring-_

I shot up in my seat. Wait…seat? I looked around, wiping the drool off my face as I took note that I was sitting in my chair and my math homework lay in front of me, untouched. I dropped my head. "Shoot," I muttered, reaching over to pick up my phone. "What?"

"Oh, touchy, touchy," Hiccup laughed on the other line.

"Shut up, Hiccup," I hissed, rubbing my sore neck. "Did you do the math homework?"

"You fell asleep again?" he guessed.

"Yeah," I groaned, standing up to stretch my back. "Damn, I'm sore…"

"Well, I wouldn't imagine wooden chairs are very comfortable to sleep in."

"Don't hang up," I told him. "I'm getting dressed."

"Alrighty…"

*Hiccup's POV*

"Alrighty," I hummed, bringing a spoon of Lucky Charms up to my mouth before I heard a series of crashes and bangs. My spoon froze, and my mouth hung open.

"Goddammit," I heard Kika shout before another, even louder crash. "Adam! Help me!"

I laid my spoon back in the bowl, narrowing my eyes as I heard a door slam open and Kika's brother's voice exclaim, "Oh my god! How'd you get under the bookshelf? Did you break the Kiss CD I leant you?" he demanded, feigning anger.

"Very funny," her voice drawled. "Help me! I'm in pain!"

"Yeah, yeah..."

I snorted a laugh, bringing the spoon back up to my mouth. There was a shuffling sound, and then Kika came back on, panting. "I'm dressed," she told me.

"A bookshelf?" I asked, lifting an eyebrow questioningly although she couldn't see it.

"Shut up!"

"When are you heading out?" I questioned, tapping the now empty spoon on the table.

"Um…ten minutes tops," she replied. "We'll swing by to pick you up."

"I'll be waiting. Is there anything I need?"

"Uh…" she trailed off. "Let me ask…Adam! Does Hiccup need to bring anything?"

*Kika's POV*

"Just himself and a couple bottles of water," he replied, taking the phone. "This is your boyfriend?"

"Adam, please," I replied, deadpanning.

He put the phone to his ear and let out a laugh. "Hiccup?" he asked, pausing to listen. "Let me just tell you now, if you're trying to get into my sister's pants-"

"No, no, no, no, no," I interrupted, snatching my phone back. "Sorry, Hic. My brother's just being stupid."

Adam shrugged. "Had to warn him," Adam laughed. "You're my sister. I don't care if you're dating him, but-"

"He likes Astrid," I replied, sticking my tongue out. "Anyway, you're bothering me. Hiccup, just bring water, lots of it. See you in a few."

"Sure thing," he replied before hanging up.

I turned on my brother. "I told you he liked Astrid! Why would you embarrass me like that?!" I demanded.

"What?" he replied innocently. "Don't you like him?"

"No," I snapped. "I happen to like someone else…almost…maybe…kinda…"

He laughed again. "Do I get to meet him?"

"_I_ don't even know him," I snapped. "Don't embarrass me!"

"No promises," he sang, sauntering out of my room. I turned around, kicking a pile of books that fell out of my bookshelf when it crushed me. "Hurry up!" he called.

"Yeah, yeah!" I sassed, grabbing my math textbook from my desk. I snapped it shut before walking out of my room.

… … … … … … …

We pulled up to the curb in front of Hiccup's house, and I reached over to beep the horn since my brother insisted he drive (something about the last time he was in the car with me, I jumped out and ran away screaming. So what? There was a spider! I could have _died_!). Hiccup immediately shot out of the house and jumped into the car. "Why'd you beep?" he demanded.

"To tell you we're here?" I offered.

"My dad's still sleeping!"

"He's a heavy sleeper," I shrugged. "Remember that time we through that party. He slept right through it!"

"You mean that party that consisted of…let's see…you and me?"

"I could've sworn there were more people there," I exclaimed.

"Your imaginary friends don't count," Adam replied.

I glared at him. "Shut your face!"

"What?" he looked at me, putting the car in gear. "What?"

"You're not my stomach!" I roared, rolling down the window. After a moment, I began singing, "Feel the wind on my skin~ no one else can feel it for you~ only you can let it in~"

Adam flicked on the radio, cutting off my song. I pouted, turning around to face Hiccup from below the headrest. "That's…kinda creepy," Hiccup noted.

"I'm watching you," I told him quietly, letting my breath out heavily.

"Yeah, I…I gathered as much," he replied, nodding slowly as his eyes narrowed ever-so-slihtly.

"I watch you all the time," I continued. "Even when you think I'm not, there're cameras all over your house-"

"What?" Hiccup asked, not sounding particularly alarmed while Adam demanded, "Kika, what's wrong with you?"

"Those are the lyrics to the first song of my first musical that I'm going to write," I told them, still watching Hiccup.

"What's…your musical about?" Adam asked, almost hesitantly.

"Stalking," I replied. "Its title is going to be Stalkerlicious: The Story of a Misunderstood Psycho-Stalker."

"…"

"What? No? You don't like the title or…?" I asked, turning back around in my seat to stare at the road ahead.

"I think you need help," Adam commented.

"Yeah? Who plays football at five o'clock in the morning?" I demanded. "It sounds like you're up to a drug deal!" I whipped around. "Hiccup! Let me copy your math homework!"

"What? Oh, sure," he nodded, digging through his backpack before pulling out his textbook and notebook.

"Oh, you do your homework on a separate sheet of paper?" I asked.

"Yeah, what do you do?"

"I write the answers in the book and then at the end of the year, I change the answers for later in the year and make them wrong."

"That's evil," Adam noted.

"I'm evil," I told him, rubbing my hands together before laughing maniacally.

"That was scary," the two boys said at the same time.

"You're scary!"

"So, Hiccup, are you ready for the most intense training of your life?" Adam asked casually.

"Stop talking to my friends," I demanded. "You're so old and embarrassing!"

"I'm only, like, four years older than you!" he retorted.

"Oh, yeah…never mind…"

"I guess so," Hiccup answered Adam's question. "I've never…physical exertion…before?"

"Oh, this'll be fun," Adam sighed, tightening his grip on the steering wheel.

**Yesh! It's done!**

**Loves and hugs, minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	5. Chapter 5

**Hey, hey, hey!**

**Disclaimer: HTTYD is not mine, nor is the sequel.**

"Kika, go wait up in the bleachers," Adam commanded as he led Hiccup into the field.

"Wait, why?" I asked, following after them at a trot.

"Because you hate sports," Adam replied, rolling his eyes as he plopped his duffle bag to the ground and began digging through it, taking out things that he needed. "Besides, you couldn't even try out for the football team; it's guys only."

"Actually they changed the rule last year," Hiccup stated, twirling a football in his hands uncomfortably.

"Really?" Adam asked, pausing in his digging to look up at Hiccup. "That's cool. Any ideas why?"

"Because of the twins," Hiccup replied, nodding as Adam handed him a set of fingerless gloves. "They're fraternal twins, boy and girl, and Ruffnut, the girl, didn't think it was fair that only guys could try out because she's stronger than a lot of the guys at Berk, so she got her dad to call in a complaint, and after a board meeting, they decided whatever gender wanted to try out for football could."

"That's so great," Adam grinned, standing up to his full height, a slight smile on his lips before he turned to me. "Why didn't Kika tell me this?"

"Because then mom would've found out, and someone would try to convince me to try out, which I definitely do not want to do," I explained, taking a step back.

"But you're all about equal rights for women and all that jazz," he continued. "So why didn't I hear about Ruffnut?"

"Because I don't know her very well," I replied, feeling my face heat up. "Nor do I know her twin very well either, so if you'll excuse me, I'll be going to copy Hiccup's homework as I fell asleep before I could do it."

"Okay, bye-" Hiccup broke off, a devious grin on his face. "Oh~" he drew out the word and then began laughing as he said, "Oh-ho-ho-ho~ I see," he nodded.

"You see what?" I asked, tapping my foot impatiently.

"You," Hiccup grinned, pointing to me. "Like Tuffnut."

I blinked, keeping my faced blank. "I…like Tuffnut?" I repeated slowly, letting confusion slip onto my face before I snorted out a laugh. "That's ridiculous!" I exclaimed, using my hysterical laughter to hide the heat that settled into my face.

"Whoa, it's true!" Adam exclaimed, pointing at me accusingly. "Kika does have a heart! Wow, who knew my precious baby sister would get an ickle crush on someone!" he laughed.

"I'm gonna punch you," I threatened.

"I know! I always thought Kika was secretly a lesbian or something!" Hiccup agreed, nodding. "She never even expressed an interest in guys so I just assumed-"

"And I thought I would never be an uncle, and…"

"Ugh, you guys are so annoying!" I exclaimed, throwing my hands up in exasperation. "Obviously I like guys, stupids! Why is this such a shock to the two of you?! And shouldn't you be, I don't know, training?"

"Ah~ she's right," Adam nodded sullenly, taking a sip from his water bottle. "Okay, little man, today we'll go over the basics. We'll build on those every day until you perfect them. When are try outs?"

"Last day of the month," I replied, digging through Hiccup's backpack for a mechanical pencil that I put there last week,

"So we have…" Adam checked his watch (it's actually a cool watch; it tells him the date and day of the week as well as the time!). "Sixteen days to turn you into a football star?" he seemed to mull that fact over before shrugging. "Once conditioning ends every day stay behind. I'll get here in a half an hour and we'll do an extra hour of training every day."

"Okay," Hiccup nodded. "Do you think we can do it?"

"We'll just have to wait and find out, now won't we?" Adam grinned. "We'll start with speed and stamina. Put these weights on your ankles and wrists, and go around the field four times. Sixty seconds walking, forty-five seconds running or jogging. Go in that pattern, I'll time you."

… … … … … … …

Hiccup trotted to a stop beside Adam, panting and hunched over, his hands on his knees. Adam nodded slowly, looking up from his timer. "How…how did I…did I do?" Hiccup huffed, trying to catch his breath.

"Well, it's not the worst time I've ever seen," Adam began before turning the screen to face the panting boy. "Twenty-eight minutes. Pretty good for someone who's never really cared about phys-ed."

Hiccup forced a smiled, still trying to catch his breath as he said, "Do you think I could pick up the pace a little?"

"Trust me, my man," Adam grinned, patting him on the back. "Come tryouts, you'll be running that in less than six minutes." Hiccup didn't have to force his smile this time as he nodded. "Now let's go over our schedule for each practice. We'll begin with the four laps around the field. After the run, you get a two minute water break followed by push-ups, upper body training and stretches. After that, we'll go over football basics, throwing a ball, tackling, et cetera. We'll end every practice with four more laps around the field, got it?"

Hiccup nodded, biting his lips as he wrote down everything my brother just said. "Got it," he replied, sliding his pen in the spiral of his notebook.

"Oh, and make sure you write down your times for everything," Adam said. "To track your progress."

Hiccup removed his pen and flipped open to a clean page, drawing two columns, one labelled "Date" and the other "Time." He scribbled down today's date and his time before closing the notebook again and made his way to where Adam was preparing to show him how to do push-ups.

I smiled slightly, turning around to walk to the bleachers so that I could finally finish my math homework.

… … … … … … …

Hiccup sauntered over to me, still panting from his end-of-practice run, and through his arm over my shoulder, but I quickly pushed him away, scrunching up my nose. "Get away from me, man," I sassed him playfully. "You reek!"

"I just wanted to show my appreciation," he replied innocently.

"What do you mean?" I asked, waving good-bye to my brother who was making his way to the car as the two of us were heading towards the school entrance.

"If it wasn't for you, I wouldn't have been able to train with Adam "Toothless" Marvil!" he exclaimed. "I'd have absolutely no chance in making the team, but now I do, and it's all because of you! I don't know how I'll ever repay you!"

"Hey, you let me copy your math homework, I'd say we're even," I laughed, handing him back his math textbook.

He thanked me, shoving his book into his backpack. "Do you have a change of clothes?" he asked me. "Because, to be frank, I do reek."

"Actually," I grinned, opening my bag, digging through it. I pulled out the clothes I borrowed from him the day before and held them out to him. "Here you go, all washed and everything!"

"Thanks!"

"No problem," I shooed him away.

"Okay, I'm heading to the locker room to take a fast shower," he told me. "I'll see you in chemistry."

"Aight, have fun," I waved to him as I continued down the hall to my locker.

**There you go, friends. Amigos! Amis! Hope you enjoyed~**

**Thanks for reviews, follows, and favorites!**

**Loves and hugs, minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	6. Chapter 6

**Hey-hiyo! Chapter six!**

**Disclaimer: HTTYD isn't mine, gomen~**

"Hey, Fishlegs," I greeted my locker neighbor as I dialed in my combination.

"Hi, Kika," he nodded, standing on his tiptoes to reach something in his locker.

"How was your night?" I asked, trying to shove my backpack into the smallest thing on the face of the planet (my locker). "I saw you at football conditioning yesterday; you're really fast!"

"Aw, oh, thanks, Kika," he replied, pulling out a box of Girl Scout cookies, looking triumphant.

"Hey," I called, staring at the box. "Are those Samoas?"

"Um…yeah, why?" he asked, his voice muffled by about four cookies he just shoved in his mouth.

I took a step closer to him, and he took a step back, into his locker. I smiled. "Can I have one?" I asked, pouting. "Please?"

He looked shocked for a moment before nodding hurriedly, digging his hands in the box and pulling out a handful and holding it out to me. "Sure, sure, here," he said quickly.

I smiled widely, taking the handful from him and shoving one in my face. "Ah, you're the best! I bought, like, fifty boxes because I like to keep some for the rest of the year, but my brother ate the ones I left in my room, and…"

After about five minutes of me rambling, Fishlegs nodded. "That's great, Kika, but is there any real reason you're talking to me?" he asked, hesitantly.

I stopped, looking at me. "Oh, I thought…" I trailed off, looking around slowly. "I thought we were friends, so…"

"Oh, no, no, no," he replied quickly, shaking his hands. "I wasn't saying that we weren't, it's just that…well, you kind of scare me…" he muttered, scratching his cheek nervously. "And…well…I never really thought that you would want to be friends with me…"

"Why wouldn't I wanna be friends with you?!" I proclaimed, throwing my hands in the air before bringing them down to point at him. "You gave me Samoas!" I shouted, gripping his shoulders and shaking him forcefully. "You! Gave! Me! Cookies!"

"You...you're kinda scaring me again," he meeped, looking scared out of his wits.

I stopped shaking him and let go of his shoulders, smiling sheepishly. "Sorry," I apologized, shrugging. "Sugar makes me excited, so I…sorry."

"No, no, it's all good," he replied, walking next to me as we made our way to the third floor. "So…um…are you taking the mythology class next year? I hear there's a whole big project on a mythical creature of your choosing. I'd probably do it on dragons because they're cool. Do you think dragons are cool? What would you do the project on?"

"Um…yes, I'm taking the class," I said slowly, trying to make sure I answer all his questions. "Dragons are pretty cool, and I'd probably do it on vampires."

"Oh, vampires are cool too!" he exclaimed. "You know, I read this book on vampires, and it said that vampires could go out into the sunlight if they put sunscreen on, and, oh, this is cool, crosses and holy water wouldn't hurt them!"

"Really, that's so cool," I exclaimed, grinning. "You know what? I think I'm a vampire."

"What do you mean?" he asked, trying to stifle his laugh.

"Because if someone stabbed me through the heart with a wooden stake, I think I'd die!" I exclaimed.

"I think if you stabbed anything in the heart with a wooden stake, it would die," he laughed, making weird wheezing and snorting noises.

Of course, I started to laugh too, so we were both standing in the practically empty hallway, laughing our stupid laughs. Which is when two identical people slinked out of the chemistry lab, laughing and knocking their heads together. I stopped laughing quickly, watching the twins out of the corner of my eye. "That was so cool!" Ruffnut laughed, punching her brother on the arm.

Fishlegs stopped laughing too, and stared in awe at the twins as they continued laughing and punching each other, walking by us without a second glance and going down the staircase. The two of us sighed slowly, bowing our heads. "You wanted to talk to them too?" I asked sullenly.

"Yeah…Ruffnut's pretty hot, isn't she?"

"Yeah, I guess so," I replied. "But I don't really like girls like that…Tuffnut's funny though, right?"

"Yeah, really funny," Fishlegs nodded. After a moment, the two of us started walking down the hall to our homeroom.

"Oh, I forgot to ask you!" I announced, slapping myself in the face. "What were you doing at the school so early?"

"Oh, well, my mom has to drive me to school, but she has to be at work really early so…" he explained.

"Oh, why couldn't your dad take you then?" I asked, opening the door for him.

"Um…yeah, my mom said my dad's on an important business trip," he said, looking uncomfortable.

"Oh, when's he coming back?" I asked, taking a seat next to him.

"Well, he's been gone for about…" Fishlegs lost the excitement in his voice. "About four years, so…"

"Oh…" I trailed off. "I'm sorry…"

"It's fine," he smiled widely. "What were you doing here?"

"Hiccup needed a ride," I said, bouncing up and down in my seat. "He's really cool, Hiccup is!"

"Yeah, I know!" Fishlegs nodded, laying his hands on the desk. "We're lab partners in chemistry, and he is so smart! Like, whoa!"

"Right?" I replied. "Hiccup's the best!"

"Not in football, he's not," a new voice joined our conversation.

I turned around, scrunching up my face in disgust, but the look immediately vanished when I saw the twins behind the object of my extreme hatred. "Hi, Phil," I greeted blandly.

"No one calls me that, _Kalika_," he replied, turning up his nose. "It's Snotlout, remember?"

"Potato, potahto," I shrugged, waving him off before shooting a smile at the two behind him. "Hi, Ruffnut! Hi, Tuffnut!"

They turned to look at each other, confused. "Do we know her?" Ruffnut whispered.

"I don't think so…?" Tuffnut replied. "But in case we do…?"

"Right," Ruffnut nodded and they moved apart, smiling.

"Hi~" the two greeted in unison, waving and offering goofy smiles.

"Anyway," Snotlout interrupted, pushing in between the two, earning glares from them. "Back to Hiccup."

"No one was talking to you, Phil," I rolled my eyes.

"I was talking to me," he replied, smiling smugly.

"Wow," I turned to Fishlegs. "Not only does he not have friends to talk to, but he also feels so lonely that he has to talk to himself."

Fishlegs covered his mouth and nose, blocking off a laugh. "At least I don't have _losers_ for friends," Snotlout replied, scrunching up his nose.

"Hiccup is not a loser!" I protested, standing up. "He is the smartest guy I know, _and_ he's going to make it onto the football team come tryouts!"

Snotlout and the twins broke off into fits of laughter, clutching their sides. I felt my face get red in anger as I clenched my fists. "Hiccup on the football teams?" Snotlout exclaimed before laughing hysterically once more.

"Yeah, right!" the twins shouted, high-fiving.

"It's true!" I growled, pushing Snotlout lightly. "He's going to make the team, and when he does, you have to go apologize to him!"

"I'll take that as a bet," he replied, straightening his lapel as he sneered. "And if he doesn't make the team, _you_ have to apologize to me and go on a date with me."

"Challenge accepted, prepare to eat your words," I glared, getting into his face.

"Humph," he huffed, turning around and walking out the room. Ruffnut and Tuffnut exchanged glances before shrugging and following after him a moment later.

I sat back down next to Fishlegs, folding my hands. That's when Hiccup stumbled into the room, struggling to carry his books for his first class. "H…hey, guys," he greeted before tripping and dropping his books on the floor. "Aw, man!"

I dropped my head on the table, making a loud pounding sound. "What did I get myself into?" I whined as Fishlegs laid a hand on my back comfortingly.

**What did Kika get herself into, indeed? Find out next time on The Marvil-ous (see what I did there?!) Adventures of Kalika Marvil…wait…I mean…Find out next time on How to Train a Football Star!**

**Thanks for reviews, follows, and favorites!**

**Loves and hugs, minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	7. Chapter 7

**Hehe, happy days~**

**Disclaimer: Clearly I don't own HTTYD, but if you wish to delude yourselves into thinking I do, I won't stop you~**

"Come on, Hiccup," I demanded, dragging the scrawny teen along seconds after the bell rang. "You have to train! Come on, hurry, hurry!"

"Kika," he replied shakily, stumbling after me. "Stop- W-will you slow down? Please? Why are you so- oof! How come you're so into me training all of the sudden?"

"What are you talking about?" I asked, laughing nervously as I threw open the door to the field. "I've always been supportive of you shedding your loser shell!"

"Wow…that's really how you see me, huh?" he asked. I turned my head slightly to look at him, seeing his smirk.

"Yes, so you have to train, and show everyone that you're not a loser anymore and then you can prove to all of loser kind that we can be more than secondary students in the eyes of the faculty!" I announced, clenching my free fist.

"Well, that's inspiring and all, but, um…" he trailed off. "It didn't really make…much sense."

I stuck my tongue out, flicking his forehead, but didn't respond verbally. Rubbing his head, Hiccup looked around, and said, "Where is everybody?"

"Didn't you hear the announcement?" Fishlegs asked, stumbling over to us. "I guess not, since the two of you rushed out before they came on."

"What announcement?" I asked.

Fishlegs laughed. "Conditioning is cancelled today and tomorrow because Coach got sick," he explained.

"Oh…" I trailed off, looking around. "Then…um…well, that's a letdown…I don't have my car!"

"Well, good luck getting home," Fishlegs waved, beginning to walk to the parking lot. "My mom's waiting! She's making chocolate chip cookies tonight! Bye, guys!"

"Bye, Fishlegs!" we called back, mimicking his wave. Once he was out of sight, I turned to Hiccup, saying, "I'm gonna call my brother. We can double training time today."

Hiccup looked horrified, but didn't respond.

I pulled out my phone, dialing Adam's number. After the third ring, he picked up. "Hello?"

"What are you doing right now?" I asked quickly.

"Getting ice cream, why? You want some?"

"Yes, I would like some," I stated. "Pistachio, mint chip with Snickers and Reece's Cups! Also, we need you to hurry here because conditioning is cancelled for the next two days and so you need to come."

"Ew, effort," he whined, and paused for a moment. "Alright. I'll be there in fifteen."

"Aight," I nodded. "Don't forget my ice cream!"

"I won't. Does hiccup want any?"

"Hiccup's lactose intolerant," I replied, bending down to tie my shoe.

"Well, alright. Have Hiccup start his laps, okay?"

"You got it," I agreed, ready to hang up when he stopped me.

"And, Candy Cane?"

"Yeah~?"

"Run those laps with him."

I stopped everything, staring into the distance with a look of horror plastered on my face. "What's wrong?" Hiccup asked hesitantly.

"Adam, I don't want to-" I started, trying to breathe.

"I don't care. If Hiccup has to train, the so do you," he interrupted. "There's a second set of weights in the bag I gave Hiccup this morning. Strap them on and go~"

"I hate you," I told him, narrowing my eyes into a glare.

"If you want ice cream you have to work for it!"

"Yeah, yeah," I muttered, saying my goodbyes and hanging up. I made my way next to Hiccup, nudging him lightly as we dug through his workout bag. "Oh~ purple!" I exclaimed, pulling out a set of weights. "At least they're cute!"

Hiccup laughed a little, nudging me with his shoulder as he slid his red ones on. "Your bro's making you run too?" he asked, smirking.

"Shut up," I hissed. "Let's run…"

… … … … … … …

"Wow, Kika, I didn't know you were so fast!" Hiccup called from a few yards behind me, huffing.

"Don't worry!" I called back, turning my head slightly. "It won't last!"

"What do you mean?"

"I'm fast, but I…" I trailed off for a moment. "I have absolutely zero stamina!"

… … … … … … ...

Hiccup and I were "running" side-by-side by the time Adam got here. We were both panting and sweating. "Water…" Hiccup gasped as we collapsed on the ground in front of my brother.

"Ice cream…" I whimpered, reaching up weakly to the cup in Adam's hand, coughing pathetically.

"Well, you two did better than I thought you would," he said happily, handing me the cup of ice cream and Hiccup a bottle of water.

I shoved a spoonful in my mouth, turning to Hiccup, saying, "Thah vasn't tho baff."

Hiccup laughed. "What?"

I let the ice cream melt so I could swallow it before repeating myself. "I said, that wasn't so bad. I mean, if I get ice cream every time I run this, then I'd do it every day!" I exclaimed, happily eating another bite.

"I'll take your word for that," Adam smirked. "Because you will be running that with Hiccup every day until the tryouts!"

I opened my mouth to respond, but found myself coming up blank. "I need to start watching what I say…" I muttered, standing up. "Can I go to the bleachers now?"

"Yeah, go ahead," he waved me off. "Make sure you do some of your homework."

"No promises," I called back. "Thanks for the frozen dairy treat!"

"Don't mention it," he called back before turning back to Hiccup. "Now…try to tackle me."

"Huh?!"

… … … … … … …

"Kika!" Adam called across the field. "To the car!"

"You got it!" I called, scribbling down my answer for the problem I was on before closing my text book and picking up my backpack. They waited for me as I hopped down the bleachers. "You know, football's a really hot sport," I noted. "Muscle-y dudes getting all sweaty. Or, in Hiccup's case, just getting all sweaty, but still, pretty hot."

As we started walking back to the car, Hiccup kept sneaking glances at me before he decided to actually speak. "So, spill it," he commanded.

I looked at him through the corner of my eye. "Spill what?"

"What's the real reason you want me to train harder for tryouts?" he asked.

"Well, you see…about that," I laughed nervously, replacing the strap of my backpack. "I kinda…might have…in the spur of the moment, made a bet with Phil that you would make the team."

Hiccup stared at me in horror before sputtering the question "What would happen if I didn't?"

"If you don't make the team, I'd have to go on a date with that repulsive being," I shuddered. "So you _have_ to make the team. That means you _have_ to train harder so that you can!"

"Why would you make a bet like that?!" Hiccup demanded, throwing his hands in the air. "What would even _compel_ you to do that?!"

"He called you a loser," I murmured. "I couldn't let someone get away with that!"

Hiccup opened his mouth to reply, but Adam beat him to it. "While I applaud your willingness to stand up for your friends and their honor, you shouldn't ever bet on something this impossible," he explained, turning to Hiccup to offer a "No offense."

"Oh, no, none taken!" he replied, shaking his head. "This is probably the stupidest thing Kika's ever done!"

"Well, I wouldn't say the stupidest," I replied, shrugging.

"I would," Hiccup replied, nodding, his eyes wide.

"No, no, you're forgetting that time that I called you to complain about how bogus your dad's rules are, and it turned out I was talking to your dad the _whole time_!"

"Oh, yeah…so then this would be the second stupidest thing you've ever done?" he offered.

"Exactly," I nodded, proudly. "But, unlike that mess with your dad, we can control the outcome. Because even if you're not ready physically to make the team, I could sabotage all the other players so that you'd have to be on the team!"

"You do realize assault is a felony?" Adam replied.

"Who cares? It's worth it if I end up not having to go on that date with…him," I shuddered again.

"Whatever floats your boat, Candy Cane," Adam shrugged, starting the car. "But let it be known, I'm not paying bail."

"Will do, big bro!" I announced, pulling out my textbook again. "Hiccup, how do you simplify square roots?"

Hiccup sighed, leaning over to look at the book.

**There you go! Happy, happy chapter! I believe this is…what? Chapter seven? Yes?**

**Thanks for reviews, follows, and favorites! (They're always welcome here!)**

**Loves and hugs, minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	8. Chapter 8

**Hey again!**

**Disclaimer: HTTYD will not ever belong to me so get over it!**

"Do you wanna stay over?" Hiccup asked as Adam pulled into his driveway.

"Sure, but, uh…it looks like you have company," I replied, pointing a shaking finger out the window. Stoick stood at the top of the stairs in front of the door with an angry look on his face.

"Aw, man," Hiccup whined, slumping down a little in his seat.

"Don't worry, Hic," I grinned widely, putting my backpack on my shoulder as I hopped out of the car. "He wouldn't yell too much with me here!"

"Ugh, do I have to?" he asked, turning around in his seat to face me, a pathetic gleam in his eye.

"Yes," I replied, my eyes widening, daring him to contradict me. "Out of the car. Now."

"Alright, alright," he nodded, holding his hands up in surrender before slinking out of the car. I walked over to him, and he muttered, "I hope you know what you're doing…"

"I don't know anything," I replied, laughing slightly as I punched him on the shoulder.

"That's…promising," Hiccup sighed, trailing up the stairs after me.

"Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third," Stoick growled as his eyes landed on his son. Hiccup audibly gulped.

"Hi…dad," he greeted, trying to force a smile.

"We need to talk," Stoick's eyes landed on me as he added. "Alone."

I stared at the two of them, my eyes wide before shaking my head. "Alright, I got you," I replied, walking by the large man. "Got any candy?"

"In the pantry," he replied, waving me off. "Just don't eat the Jelly Bellies. Those are my favorites!"

"You got it," I told him, closing the door. I scrunched up my nose. "I hate jelly beans anyway…" I walked into the kitchen, digging through the pantry until I found a bag of chocolate covered almonds. "Score~" I sang, ripping open the bag. After shoving a handful into my mouth, a thought popped into my head. "Ah wonder wuff fey are talfing abouh…" I swallowed painfully. "Only one way to find out~"

I made my way back to the door, pressing my ear against it. It wasn't the most ideal way to eavesdrop, and their voices were muffled, but it was good enough. "Son, you need to start taking this seriously," Stoick was saying.

"Dad, I _have_ been taking this-"

"Let me finish," Stoick interrupted. "I gave you this opportunity to join the team, and you goof off with your friends."

"I thought you liked Kika, dad!" Hiccup exclaimed. "Besides, I have been taking this seriously!"

"Hiccup…" Stoick sighed.

"No, Dad, I really have been. I've been training overtime too!"

"Okay, well this training better pay off," Stoick warned. "If you don't make the team…our whole family, quarterback after quarterback, all the way back to your great-great-great-great-great-great-_great_-grandfather—complete and utter shame!"

It was silent for a moment, and then Hiccup spoke up, quiet at first. "Alright, can we go inside now? Before Kika finds my chocolate covered almonds?"

My eyes fell to the now empty bag in my hand, and I ran into the kitchen, taking paper towel after paper towel and shoving them into the bag before sealing it and throwing it into the pantry. I grabbed a soda from the fridge to appear nonchalant just as the door opened. "Hi, all!" I greeted, smiling widely as the two made their way up the steps. "I stole a soda!" I told them, raising the can a little.

"It's fine, Kika," Hiccup grinned nervously, walking over to the pantry, nodding at what he saw. "Do you want a straw?"

"Yes please, blue if you have one," I nodded, playing with the tab thing.

Hiccup walked over to me, taking the can and handing me the straw as he opened the can. I put the straw in, bending it, and I took the can back, taking a sip. "Yum! Hey, Hiccup, can you teach me chemistry now?" I asked, taking another sip.

"Yeah, what don't you understand?" Hiccup replied, grabbing a can of Pepsi from the fridge.

"All of it," I replied, smiling. Hiccup turned to look at me, closing the refrigerator door as he shook his head.

"Why can't you just pay attention in class?" he demanded as we started walking down the hall towards his room.

"Because I start to tune things out as soon as they start to yell," I explained. "It's not my fault our teacher's a psycho."

"Alright, alright, then I'll try not to yell while I'm teaching then. I'm gonna get changed, wait out here," Hiccup commanded, going into his room and closing the door on me.

"Okay, I'll give you time to clothe yourself," I muttered, leaning against the wall, sipping my drink slowly. Hiccup's father stuck his head into the hallway, staring at me. "Hey, Stoick!" I called, waving to him.

He shook his head, stepping out from behind the wall, walking towards me. "How is it that your grades are so good, but you're always asking Hiccup for help?" he asked.

"Because Hiccup is so wonderfully smart and talented," I replied, smirking as I took a sip of my Diet Coke. "Whelp, I'm going to go see if he's fully clothed yet. Nice talking to you, Stoick!" I put the can in his hand and turned on my heel, kicking the door until it was opened.

"Why do you insist on breaking my door whenever you come over?" Hiccup demanded, looking for any signs of damage that I might have caused. "Why can't you knock like normal person?"

"Normal is an allusion, my pet," I told him, stroking his hair as awkwardly as I could manage. "And what is with you people questioning me today? Geesh! Anyway, did you hear about that party on Friday?" I asked, walking by him to plop down on his bed.

"Yeah, what about it?" Hiccup questioned, closing the door and sitting on top of his desk

"Wanna go?" I received a confused stare. "What?"

"You want me to just go crash a party?"

"Not just any party," I contradicted, sitting up. "Astrid's party. At Astrid's house. You know, the one she has every year when her parents go on vacation?"

"Yeah, I know the one," he rolled his eyes, spinning his chair in circles. "All I'm saying is we can't just show up uninvited!"

"Well, why not?" I replied. "We never do anything fun!"

"Because that's not our group. We don't-"

"Hiccup, we don't have a group," I interrupted, standing up and walking over to his bookshelf. "It's just you and me and Fishlegs. We won't be able to expand our group if we just sit at home and do nothing."

"So what do you wanna do?"

"I wanna borrow this book," I said slowly, holding it up. Hiccup nodded, and I shoved the book (gently) into my backpack. "And I wanna go to this party," I declared. "And you are coming with me, whether you like it or not!"

"You know what?" Hiccup said, placing his pencil down. "I'll make you a deal. I'll go to this party if and only if you get Astrid to say we can come."

"You have yourself a deal!" I stood up quickly. "And you will have so much fun on Friday that you'll explode, promise!" I was about to close the door behind me when I remembered. "Oh, yeah, Saturday's movie night. Don't forget."

"I won't. Bye, Kika," he waved me off.

"Bye bye!"

… … … … … … …

The next morning, Adam let me sleep in. He left a note saying something about him taking Hiccup in his car, which worked out for me because that would mean Hiccup would be in the locker room, showering, leaving me free to get Astrid to invite us to the party.

Fate was on my side, apparently. As I pulled into my parking spot, someone else pulled into the spot next to me, and this someone had long golden blonde hair pulled into a single, thick braid. I drummed on my steering wheel happily before jumping out of the car and rushing over to where Astrid was standing. "Hi, Astrid~" I sang, walking alongside her.

"Oh, hi, Kika," she replied, offering a smile. "What's going on?"

"Oh, nothing really. What's going on with you?"

"Kinda stressed. My parents insist I have a super-huge party every year when they're on vacation, and so I have to plan it," she explained. "The only reason they make me do it is so that they can make sure I have friends."

"Party?" I asked, feigning oblivion.

"Oh, yeah, this Friday. You didn't hear about it?" she asked, tilting her head slightly.

"Nah, people don't usually talk to me about stuff like that," I shrugged, adjusting the strap on my backpack. "Well, people don't usually talk to me at all, really, unless they need help with their homework…"

"Oh, well, you can come," she offered quickly. "I mean, if you wanted to."

I grinned. "Really? Wow, no one's ever invited me to a party before!" I laughed softly, clasping my hands together. "That's so great, thanks, Astrid!"

"No problem, Kika," she replied, returning my smile.

"I just…um…" I bit my lip.

"What's up?"

"This Friday, you said?"

"Yeah, why?"

"Oh, Hiccup and I were planning to hang out that day…"

"Hiccup? You mean that scrawny kid who's trying out for the football team this year?" Astrid asked.

"The very same," I nodded.

"Well, he could come too," she offered.

"Really? Thank you so much!" I exclaimed, grabbing her shoulders.

"No big deal," she smiled, looking over to a group of people before turning back to me. "Sorry, but I have to go…"

"It's all good," I grinned. "See you in math!"

"Yeah, bye," she waved, jogging over to her friends.

"Mission accomplished," I chuckled, walking into the school. "Wait til Hiccup hears about-"

"Kalika Dylan Marvil," a nerdy voice growled lowly. I spun around, coming face to face with an angry Hiccup. "You ate my chocolate covered almonds!"

**There you have it. Chapter eight, I think!**

**Thank you for reviews, follows, and favorites!**

**Loves and hugs, minion horde.**

**Yours psychotically, **

**Vee **


	9. Chapter 9

**Chapter nine, here we go!**

**Disclaimer: HTTYD? Mine? I laugh at your deluded self.**

"Whoa, whoa, Hiccup," I called back to him as I raced down the hallway, dodging people. "Calm down a minute! Before you kill me, I have to tell you something! It's—oof!"

"Hey, watch where you're going," Ruffnut scoffed, grabbing my hand to help me up off the floor.

I rubbed my sore bottom. "Sorry, I was running from-"

"Kalika!"

"Hiccup," I squeaked, hiding behind Ruffnut, who was surprisingly without her twin. "Gulp…"

Hiccup skidded to a stop in front of Ruffnut, who was staring at the scrawny teen with a look that combined confusion and boredom. "Ruffnut, hi. Can you please move so I can kill my friend hiding behind you?"

"I don't know," she bit her lip, mulling it over. "I _could_, but what be in it for me?"

"Nothing," I stated, cutting Hiccup off. "But if you help _me_, I could share some of Hiccup's chocolate covered almonds?"

Ruffnut turned around, her mouth making an O shape, and she held up a finger, turning back to Hiccup. "Would _you_ give me almonds as payment?"

Hiccup sputtered a quick no, and the girl shrugged, telling him she wasn't moving.

"Fine," Hiccup groaned, stomping away, but not before he threatened, "Later, Kika."

Now, he could have just been saying goodbye, I'll give you that, but I'm sure he was threatening me. Ruffnut turned around and started walking back down the hallway, kicking a pen cap she found on the floor. I scurried after her, matching her stride. "Why so glum, chum?" I asked, kicking the cap back to her.

"What?" she looked up for a moment then turned her attention back to the cap. "Oh, Tuffnut got detention without me again. That jerk," she kicked the cap all the way down the hallway.

"Oh, that sucks, I think," I clicked my tongue. "Well~ if you want, you can hang out with me? I mean, I don't get in trouble and I'm probably not as interesting as your brother but…you know…" I offered.

"What do you do for fun? Read? Study?" she scoffed, shoving her hands in her pockets.

"Actually I'm constantly thinking of new ways to make Hiccup's life miserable," I shrugged.

It was quiet for a moment, then Ruffnut said, "Do you wanna steal all his stuff from his locker and then fill it with mayonnaise?"

I paused, completely stopped walking and stared at her in shock. "That is so mean," I said, shocked, before demanding, "Where have you been all my life? I'll go buy the mayo."

"Don't bother," she waved it off, starting to walk again, seeming a lot happier now. "Tuff keeps a gallon of the stuff in both our lockers."

"Then I'll grab some ketchup," I told her, gaining a confused look from the girl. "He hates that almost as much as he hate mayo~" I explained

"Oh, you're evil," she stated, grinning. "I like that."

… … … … … … …

We closed the locker quickly, laughing loudly as we speed walked away from the crime scene. "That was awesome," Ruffnut wheezed, trying to quiet her laughter.

"I can't wait to see his face when he opens that locker," I squealed, snorting, which made Ruffnut laugh, which made me laugh, which made her laugh even harder.

"Are you bothering people without me?" an angry voice demanded, and the two of us turned, our laughter dwindling into occasional chuckles as we watched Tuffnut storming up to us.

"What?" Ruffnut demanded, getting in her brother's face. "You were in detention, or don't you remember?"

"So? That doesn't mean you can go around annoying people without me!" he tugged one of Ruffnut's braids, making her step back.

"Sure it does! I can do whatever I want, with my _new_ twin!" she replied, pulling me next to her and wrapping her arm around my shoulder.

"What?" Tuffnut and I asked in unison, and I continued. "Oh, that turned…I don't even remember agreeing to that."

"Yeah, besides, she's not even related to us!" Tuffnut objected.

"Kalika, get over here!" another angry voice shouted.

I looked around, seeing Hiccup out of the corner of my eye. I turned back to the twins. "I'd love to finish this interesting conversation, but alas, my dweeb awaits," I shrugged and began walking backwards to where I heard Hiccup calling me. "See y'all later!"

"Bye!" they called before turning to each other angrily. "I was going to say that! Stop saying what I'm saying! Stop! Stop it!"

I chuckled, turning to Hiccup, now accompanied by Fishlegs. "Hey, Hic, Fish," I greeted. "So you'll never guess what I did-"

"Stole my favorite snacks and sabotaged my locker to leak mayonnaise," Hiccup stated, acting like he was guessing.

"Well, yeah, I did do that," I fessed up, and quickly changed the subject before Hiccup started yelling at me. "But also, I got us invited to Astrid's party on Friday!"

There was a moment of shocked silence until finally it was broken. "No way," Fishlegs gasped in no more than a whisper, a look of awe on his face. "How?"

"I pretended to have never been invited to a party before," I laughed.

"Kika, you never _have_ been invited to a party before," Hiccup deadpanned.

"What? Of course I have," I scoffed. "I get invited to your birthday parties every year!"

"I…don't think that really counts," Fishlegs replied, finding his fingers extremely interesting.

"Whatever, just be grateful, jeez!" I rolled my eyes, waiting for Hiccup to respond with a "Wow, Kika, you're so smart and awesome. What would I be without you?" but it never came. I turned to Fishlegs after Hiccup walked off. "Fishlegs, I think Hiccup's mad at me…" I muttered, pouting.

"Yeah, he is," Fishlegs agreed, putting a hand on my back.

"What should I do?"

"What _can_ you do?"

"What if I get him a date with a super pretty girl and make them have a super fun time, and then they'll get married and I'll set up the fireworks to spell out _forgive me my sins_, and I'd have a parade of bunnies to march by holding a sign that say _Annoying you is how I show my love_, and then-"

"Or you could just apologize," Fishlegs suggested awkwardly.

I turned to him. "That sounds too easy," I narrowed my eyes. "You really think that would work? Because I was just getting to the part with the choreographed ostrich-in-a-tutu dance routine."

"Just apologize," he laughed. "I have to go to homeroom now, but think about it in study."

"Thanks, Fish," I smiled, waving as he walked away. "I'll think about that long and hard…oh, no! I have a chem test today!" I grabbed a handful of my hair. "Okay, I'll think about it after I study!"

… … … … … … …

The library was closed today for renovations, so I had to study in the café, which is where all the loud people who didn't believe in studying went. I plopped down at an empty table, pulling my folder and notebook out and placing them onto the table, taking out the practice test and a pencil.

I got up to the third problem when I got hit with a piece of balled up paper. I looked up and around, trying to find where it came from, but no one really stuck out so I went back to my work. I was interrupted again by a ball of paper, this time accompanied by familiar voices. "Psst, Kika, hey! Psst!"

**Well there you have it. Kind of short, a little meaty. Wow Hiccup can hold a grudge!**

**As always, feel free to drop a review, I'm always looking for new ideas for this story~**

**Thank you for reviews, follows, and favorites!**

**Loves and hugs, minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	10. Chapter 10

**Chapter ten, here we go!**

**Disclaimer: If I didn't own HTTYD for the past eight chapters, what would make you think I own it now?!**

I looked up again, my eyes falling on the blond twins sitting a few tables away. I waved idly before turning back to my work. There was a flurry of whispers and then some chairs scraped against the tile floor and two pairs of footsteps were heard coming my way. I looked up once again, staring at the twins quizzically. "Hey," they greeted simultaneously.

"…Hi?" I replied slowly. "Do you…want to sit?" I offered.

The two looked at each other before nodding and pulling out seats, plopping down. It was quiet for a moment as I was waiting for one of them to say something. When they didn't, I shrugged and turned back to my practice test. There was another scraping of chairs, and I figured they lost interest and went back to their table with their friends, but instead, they placed their chairs on either side of me, and leaned in closer to see what I was doing. "Whatcha up to?" Ruffnut asked, her eyes scanning my paper.

"Um…studying," I replied, not quite understanding why they were still here. _Don't they have friends sitting right over there?_

"Whoa, people actually do that?" Tuffnut mused, looking up at the ceiling for a minute.

"People who aren't here on a sports scholarship, yeah," I replied, balancing the combustion reaction.

"Weird," Ruffnut stated, her brother nodding in agreement.

The two went on into a tangent about how studying was so strange and reading was a waste of time, but they were mostly talking to themselves, only looking at me once in a while for a nod of agreement.

It was getting harder to concentrate with them bickering and poking fun at my studiousness, and I found the drumming of my fingers sped up as I got more and more annoyed. I scooped up my papers and my backpack and stood up, walking to the hallway that had my locker in it. The twins scurried to catch up with me. "Why'd you leave all of a sudden?" Tuffnut demanded as they came to a stop on eiher side of my locker, sounding annoyed.

"Yeah, we were talking," Ruffnut stated, sounding slightly hurt. "So rude."

"Actually, I was studying, you two were talking," I corrected as I placed my notebook and folder in their place on the second shelf. "Besides I need to do something."

After closing my locker, I began down the hall again, the twins following at my heels. "What do you need to do?" Tuffnut pried.

"Yeah, maybe we can help," his sister offered, forgetting to hold the door to the stairway for her brother, who let out an "Oof!" as the steel door slammed on his face.

I plopped down on the third stair, the twins following suit. "Hiccup's mad at me," I whined after a few moments of silence, gripping my face hopelessly. "I don't know what to do!"

"Is this about the mayonnaise?" Ruffnut asked, leaning forward as she decided to sit on the fourth stair up. "If it is, you can tell him it was all my idea. I don't mind if he hates me."

"I don't even know what it's about anymore!" I exclaimed, throwing my hands in the air.

"I have an idea," Ruffnut stated, standing up like she was the president about to give a speech. "What if you got him a date with his dream girl, and makes sure it goes perfectly so that they'll get married-"

"Then at the wedding, you rig some fireworks to spell out _Forgive Me_," Tuffnut continued, also standing. "And you could have an army of rabbits that hold a sign that says something like _Annoying You is How I Show My Love_-"

"And then have a band of ostriches in tutus perform a choreographed dance of apology!" Ruffnut concluded, clasping her hands together.

"I already thought of that," I moped, laying my head against the railing. "Fishlegs said that was too…" I formed air quotes around the word. "Complex."

"Oh, so now this 'Fishlegs' is an apology expert?" Ruffnut demanded angrily.

"Well, he does apologize for almost everything he does," I shrugged, laying my head in my hand. "It gets kind of annoying after a while actually…"

"I'm gonna beat him up for even _thinking_ that," Tuffnut glared, apparently ignoring what I just said and punching the palm of his hand threateningly.

"Don't beat him up!" I exclaimed, jumping up quickly to stop the two from storming into his next class. "He's taking a test right now, and he _didn't_ think that, you two did! Besides, he's like a brother to me!"

"Hey, I thought _I_ was your brother!" Tuffnut exclaimed, indignant.

"When did I agree to that!?" I demanded. "Anyways, back to the point-" I began pacing. "I've never actually apologized to anyone. I have this problem with admitting I'm wrong because I'm never wrong, people only _assume_ I'm wrong, but they're wrong, even if they're right, so…I don't know how to apologize…"

"Oh, that's all?"

"We can teach you how."

"Really?" I asked, a slow smile making its way onto my face.

"Yeah," Ruffnut grinned as Tuffnut said, "Of course, who else has had more practice than us apologizing!"

"Wow, I always assumed you two never apologize…okay, I need to apologize to him during break, so…teach me!"

"Alright, the best way to learn to apologize is through experience," Ruffnut began, standing me in front of her brother. "Now, you and Tuff are dating-"

"Wait, what?" Tuffnut asked. "When did this happen?"

"Yeah, I thought he was my brother!" I exclaimed, trying to hide my blush.

"Shush," Ruffnut snapped, glaring at the two of us. "It's just the scenario! So you and Tuff are a couple, and _you_ cheated on him with Hiccup-"

"Does he know?" I asked, looking at Tuffnut with wide eyes.

"Hiccup? Trying to steal my girl?!" Tuffnut growled, clenching his fist in the air. "I'm gonna kick his scrawny little arse!"

"I'd take that as a yes," Ruffnut nodded, moving on with the story. "How do you make this right?" she asked me.

"Um…move to a different country and change my name?" I guessed, pressing a finger to my bottom lip as I thought.

"No, you _apologize_," Ruffnut scoffed, turning me around to face Tuffnut, who was really working himself up. "Now, apologize."

"Oh…kay," I took a deep breath, grabbing his hands. "Tuffnut?" I said, meeting his eyes. I stayed quiet for a minute before turning back to his sister. "Now what?"

"Don't put the blame on him," she rolled her eyes. "Don't say something like "I feel like you don't pay enough attention to me" or something. Keep the blame on yourself and say you're sorry."

"Okay," I nodded, chewing on my lip. "Tuffnut," I repeated, turning back to the male. "I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to hurt you. I care about you too much to let this ruin what we have."

"Really?" he scoffed. "If you care about me so much then why would you hurt me like this?" he demanded, laying his hand over his heart dramatically.

"I didn't mean to hurt you!" I replied, tightening my grasp on his other hand. "But I did, and I'm so, so sorry!"

Ruffnut began clapping. "There you go," she applauded. "You are now a person…who can…apologize!"

"Whoa, wait; I haven't accepted her apology yet!" Tuffnut exclaimed. "I don't believe she's really sorry-"

The bell rang, cutting off Tuffnut's rant and signaling the end of first period. I grinned, hugging the twins one at a time. "Thank you! I have to go make up with my nerd! I'll see you two around!"

"Bye, Kika~" they called before turning to each other, glaring. "Will you stop that?!"

**There you are! It was a little short, I'll give you that, but at least it was a chapter!**

**Feel free to drop a review!**

**Thank you for reviews, follows, and favorites!**

**Loves and hugs, minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	11. Chapter 11

**Chapter eleven! Hey, there! Sorry for the long wait! It's all school's fault!**

**Disclaimer: oh, silly bananas, I don't own HTTYD.**

"Hiccup?" I called, running into the café. I spotted Fishlegs by the vending machine, and made my way towards him. "Fishlegs~" I sang, waving to him when we were close enough for him to hear me.

He turned towards me, smiling, before bending down to grab his candy bar from the machine. "Hey, Kika, have you thought your situation with Hiccup yet?" he asked, straightening up as he unwrapped his Snickers bar.

"I have actually," I nodded, looking around. "Ruffnut and Tuffnut taught me how to apologize; now I just need to find my nerd…"

"I think I saw him angsting by his locker," Fishlegs replied. "I could come with you, if you want?"

"Um…sure!" I grinned, grabbing his wrist and dragging him up the stairs.

As we reached the top, someone else was entering the stairway, accompanied by two others. "It's just that, you're such a weak loser," Snotlout laughed, trying to think of a way to finish his insult. "That there's no _way_ you could make the team~"

"Snotlout, stop," Astrid glared, pushing in between the boy and his prey. "You're being a jerk."

"I'm just speaking the truth," he defended himself. "It's not my fault the truth can hurt."

I narrowed my eyes, taking a step forward, but Fishlegs put out a hand to stop me. "You know what else hurt?" Astrid asked innocently, tilting her head to the side.

"What's that, babe?"

"This~" she replied, her fist connecting to his jaw with a painful thud. Snotlout recoiled, holding his jaw, trying to think of something to say to save him from this obviously embarrassing moment. Astrid rubbed her fist, a triumphant smirk etched on her face. "Oh, and by the way, _Phil_, we're over."

"Oh~" I hummed. "Who looks stupid now, Phil? You do! Haha~"

"Sh-shut up!" he stuttered, glaring as he took a step back. "And it's Snotlout~!"

The door closed behind him, and Astrid turned to Hiccup, laying a hand on his shoulder. "I'm so sorry, Hiccup," she said. "I didn't know he was such a jerk!"

Hiccup seemed speechless that his crush was talking to him. He stared at Astrid, eyes wide and mouth open. I shook my head, slapping him on the back. He jerked forward before clearing his throat, and nodded. "It's cool," he replied, straightening up. "It's…so cool."

"Um…right, well, I should be going," she said, smiling awkwardly.

"Oh, yeah, that's cool," Hiccup nodded, waving as she went down the stairs. "So…cool."

Once Astrid was out of hearing range, it was quiet for a moment. Then I spoke up. "That was just about the opposite of cool."

"Totally uncool," Fishlegs agreed, nodding cigorously.

Hiccup was quiet for a moment until it dawned on him what just happened. He groaned, burying his face in his hands, exclaiming, "What is wrong with me?!"

"I'm going to take that as a rhetorical question, and just tell you how you should proceed," I stated, wrapping my arm around his shoulder. "While I applaud you for actually speaking, next time Astrid talks to you? Try to have coherent conversation."

"Perferrably one that doesn't involve the word 'cool,'" Fishlegs added.

"Yeah, whatever," he waved me off, realizing he was supposed to be mad at me. "What are you even doing here anyway?"

"Well, Fishlegs told me you were by your locker, and I was looking for you," I started. "I wanted to say I'm sorry for stealing your chocolate covered almonds, they just called to me. And I'm sorry for putting mayonnaise in your locker even though I know you hate condiments. And I'm sorry for calling you an irrational jerk-faced nerd."

"You...you've never said that to me before…" Hiccup interrupted thoughtfully and slightly confised.

"Well, then I'm sorry for thinking it," I corrected, hurrying to continue before he could reply indignantly. "The point is, you're my best friend, and I love you, and there is absolutely no way I could go on if I knew you were still mad at me. Also-"

Hiccup held up his hand, cutting off anything I was about to say. "It's alright, Kika," he smiled. "To be honest, I don't think it's possible to stay mad at you. And you're my best friend too."

"Well, I'm feeling the third wheel," Fishlegs stated. "I'll just go buy some cookies… _And_ you're not listening to me… Still not listening, so I'm talking to myself. I'm just going to walk away now." He sighed, turning around to walk down the stairs. (A/N:** I was so tempted to just make him fall down the stairs, but if I tried to write that, I'd break down laughing and I'm in class, so…**)

"So…forgiven?"

"Of course," he grinned, and the two of us began making our way down the stairs. "So what are you going to wear to Astrid's party?"

"I don't know," I shrugged. "Wanna go shopping after your training?"

"I guess so…" I stopped on the third step down, looking over my shoulder. "What is it?"

"Where's Fishlegs?" I asked.

Hiccup also looked around before shrugging. "He probably went ahead without us…"

"That jerk."

… … … … … … …

"Come on, Hiccup, you can go faster than that!" Adam shouted to the scrawny boy who was now almost finished with his fourth and final lap.

I was on my laptop, having finished my homework during the first hour of Hiccup's training, perusing for cute outfits for the party. "Yeah, faster, Hiccup!" I shouted, not turning away from the screen. "Oh~ this one's cute." I clicked the save button, and closed the computer since I only have eleven percent battery left.

I looked up in time to see Hiccup coming to a stop in front of Adam, who grinned triumphantly. "Look at that, Hiccup, it's only been two days, and you've improved your time!" Adam congratulated. I smirked, gathering my stuff and made my way down the bleachers.

"Really?" the boy asked, grinning. "What's my time?"

"Eighteen minutes and fifty-nine seconds," Adam replied.

"Ye-hes!" Hiccup exclaimed, punching the air. "Eat it, world!"

"Okay, calm yourself," I rolled my eyes, patting him on the back. "You'll need to cut your time down a lot more. Besides we're running late, go take a shower."

"Why are we late?" Hiccup asked, looking confused.

"Um, we're going shopping for the party tomorrow?" I offered.

Hiccup snapped his fingers, nodding. "Alright, I'll be back in about half an hour."

"Alrighty, take your time," I waved as he walked away.

After a few minutes, Adam turned to me, a cheesy grin plastered on his face. "A party, huh?"

"Shut up," I rolled my eyes one again, turning away from him.

"My itty bitty sister's going to a party?" he prodded. "Will there be _boys_?"

"Well, seeing as Hiccup's going, I'm gonna assume yes, there will be boys," I replied, narrowing my eyes.

"Will whatshisname be there?" Adam asked, scrunching up him face in thought. "Tom…Tug…it's Nut-something, right? Peanut? Strong…nuts…walnuts?"

"Tuffnut?" I offered.

"Yeah, that's it! Will _he_ be there?" Adam questioned, raising his eyebrows suggestively.

I swatted at him. "Get out of my business," I hissed. "I don't know if he'll be there, and what does it even matter if he is?"

"Well, you like him, so…"

"Yeah? I also like Doctor Who, but that doesn't mean-" I broke off, dropping my head as Adam started laughing heartily.

"You just said it! You admitted you liked him! Hahaha!"

A pair of feet shuffled through the grass towards us, and Hiccup's voice questioned, "Why are you so laughy?"

"Kika just admitted she likes Tuffnut!" Adam exclaimed, giggling.

"No, I didn't!" I exclaimed, shaking my head as I gripped my pink face. "I didn't admit anything, Hiccup! I don't even like him!"

"Kika, Kika, Kika," Hiccup sighed, shaking his head slowly. "No use denying it; we all know you like him. Anyways, let's get going. Lots of shopping to do, I guess. I'm not really looking forward to it, but the sooner it's over the better."

**There you have it, lovelies!**

**Thank you for reviews, follows, and favorites!**

**Feel free to drop a review if you like!**

**Loves and hugs, my minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	12. Chapter 12

**Chapter twelve! Here we go!**

**Disclaimer: HTTYD not mine!**

"Ugh, I hate shopping!" I exclaimed after over three hours of perusing, leaning on one of the pillars in the middle of the walkway.

"Then why'd you wanna go?" Hiccup retorted, flicking me on the nose before leaning next to me.

"Well, I always get stuck going with my mom and she's the exact opposite of fun when it comes to shopping. It's like a sport with her, and you know how much I hate those things. So, long story short, I thought it would be more fun with you," I shrugged. It was quiet for a moment. "Want a pretzel?"

There was a beat of silence before Hiccup asked, "Are you paying?"

"Probably not, no."

Hiccup turned his head to look at me as if daring me to ask him again, and I returned his gaze expressionlessly. After a few moments, he blinked and shrugged, saying "Alright."

"Yosh! The power of youth prevails!" I exclaimed excitedly, giving Hiccup a high five. "Can I have mine with cheese sauce?"

"Wait a minute, so you want me to pay _and_ order?" he demanded indignantly.

"Well, yeah. I have to pee!" I rolled my eyes, a large grin on my face.

"Too much information, Kika," Hiccup noted while walking away. "You want salt on yours, right?"

"You know it!"

Once Hiccup got to the elevator, I waved one last time before turning around and bolting back to one of the stores we passed.

*Flashback*

"_And then he tricked me, and I didn't even-" I broke off, my eyes widening. After a few seconds of gaping, I slapped Hiccup's chest repeatedly with the back of my hand._

"_Ow! What?!" he shouted, rubbing where I hit him. "That's probably gonna bruise…"_

"_Worry about your delicate skin later, dweeb-face!" I told him, swatting his hand away from his chest. "Look at that outfit!"_

_Hiccup did as I requested before turning back to me, a glare etched on his face. "No."_

"_What do you mean, no?" I demanded, returning his glare. "It'd be perfect for you!"_

"_I said no, Kika," he sighed, trying to continue walking, but I wouldn't let him._

"_But why not?" I whined, grabbing his sleeve to pull him back._

"_One, it's way too expensive…" he started._

_I waited a few seconds for him to continue. "Well?"_

"_Well, what?" he asked, giving me a confused look._

"_What about two? You can't just start a list of something and only have one thing on said list!" I told him, crossing my arms over my chest._

"_Well maybe that's the only reason…"Hiccup muttered._

"_Do you like it?" I implored._

"_Kalika, it's too-"_

"_Expensive, I know," I interrupted, waving away his concern. "That wasn't my question. Do. You. L_ike._ It?"_

"_Yeah, I guess I do, but-"_

"_Then why not get it?"_

"_Kalika, I said no," Hiccup sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose as if he was fighting off a headache._

"_But-"_

"_No."_

*End Flashback*

I chuckled evilly, shaking my head. "I am such a cunning character," I applauded myself before walking into the store to quickly buy the outfit.

*With Hiccup*

I have to hurry. Gotta be quick. Gotta be sneaky. Like a ninja! Of course, even if it does take longer than expected, I can always say there was a long line, and then they ran out of cheese or something. Now, what store was it again…? I turned my head from left to right until my eyes landed on a familiar sight. "Ha!" I exclaimed when I saw the window of a store that Kika and I passed when we first walked into the mall.

*Flashback*

"_I just don't get why it's so funny that he tricked me to say that I like him," Kika was saying. "I mean, what's with that? Right? It's totally messed up, and…Are you even listening to me? Hiccup, I was _traumatized_! And you don't even care enough to listen? Gosh-"_

"_Kiks, look at that," I told her, nodded my head towards an outfit displayed in a window._

"_Ooooh," she breathed, her eyes widening excitedly._

"_Wouldn't that look great for the party?" I asked, subtly hinting._

"_Yeah, well…I don't know…"she bit her lip thoughtfully, a habit that I don't think she's picked up on yet._

"_What do you mean?"_

"_Doesn't look a little…provocative?" she asked, titling her head to the side, still gnawing on her bottom lip._

"_It barely shows the stomach," I rolled my eyes, waving my hand toward the display._

"_You don't know how that'd look on me though!" she hissed under her breath so no one else would hear her. "See these?" she demanded, grasping her chest. "I have huge boobs! It wouldn't fit right!"_

"_Whatever you say…"I submitted, putting my hands in the air to signal surrender._

*End Flashback*

"She's gonna kill me," I chuckled, shaking my head as I walked into the store.

*Kalika's POV*

I was sitting on a bench, playing a game on my phone while I waited for Hiccup to come back. "What's taking him so long?" I sighed, sinking down further onto the bench.

"Hello, fair maiden, hath I kept thou waiting long?" Hiccup greeted, approaching me with a pretzel in one hand, his other hand concealed behind his back.

"Ah, indeed, good sir, but fear not, I hath not grown weary lying in wait of you! I have found solace in the thought that I would one day be rejoined with you, my true love…" I grinned, holding out my hands. "My true love, salted pretzel!"

He was about to hold it out to me, when his eyes fell on the bag at my feet. Hiccup's eyes widened, but he tried to control it, hoping I wouldn't notice. "O-oh…what's in there?" he asked hesitantly, trying to offer a supportive smile.

"Um…I found an outfit that…I liked," I replied awkwardly, still holding my hands out for the pretzel.

"Really…that's…great..." he replied, forcing a smile at the end of his sentence.

"Yup…"

He cleared his throat. "Well, I should-"

"What's behind your back?" I asked, trying to change the topic.

"Oh…that, yeah, I found an outfit too…I guess…"

"That's…" I trailed off.

"Good?" Hiccup offered.

"No," I replied quickly.

"No?"

My eyes widened. "I mean, yes! Yes, that's great!"

"Yup…so great…"

"So…what did you get?"

"Oh…you're gonna laugh," I grinned, offering a nervous chuckle. "I actually bought something for you?"

"You what?" he demanded, his eyes widening in shock.

I bit my lip, looking away from him. "Yeah…well…remember that cute outfit that you were like 'it's too expensive!'?"

"You didn't," he gasped, his eyes widening in shock.

"I did! But now I feel stupid because you bought-"

"The outfit in the window that you claimed wouldn't fit right," he interrupted, letting out a relieved laugh.

"Seriously?!"

"Yeah!" he laughed.

"Oh, goodness! That's a relief!" I cried. "I'm so glad we have such similar minds!"

"It's like we're on the same wavelength or something!"

"I don't know what that means!" I laughed.

"How are you so bad at science?" he demanded through his own laughter.

"It just doesn't make sense!"

"I think you need some sleep," Hiccup said after his laughter subsided while I continued.

"I just…and then the…hehe…give me my…haha…pretzel…"

"If you choke and die, it's not my fault," he warned. "And I'd returning the outfit I bought for you."

I snatched the pretzel from his hand, shoving a bite in my mouth. "Arf chu kiddin'?! I'm fee-ing buried in shat bing!"

"You are just not coherent," he smirked, waving me off. "Are you ready to get going?"

"Hold up! Where's my cheese?" Hiccup remained silent. "You forgot my cheese?!"

"I bought you an outfit!"

"That won't even look good on me because of my boobs!" I cried.

"Well, maybe they wouldn't be so big if you would just lay off the melted cheese. Ever think about that?"

"What does cheese have to do with anything?!"

"What doesn't cheese have to do with everything?" he retorted, smirking.

"I…" I trailed off, not knowing how to respond

"I'm sorry; that didn't even make sense," he apologized, his smirk sinking off his face.

"Sense is like cheesecake, my dearest Hiccup," I informed him, patting him on the back. "And I speak the language of cheesecake fluently."

"That…made even less sense if that's possible…"

"Hiccup, shut your face!" I hissed, walking towards the exit. I looked around for a few minutes, confused. "Hey, do you know where we parked?"

"I'm pretty sure it was in the other parking lot…"

"Dammit!"

We turned around, and reentered the building. "Well, since we're going past the pretzel place anyway, can you buy me my cheese?"

"Will you stop it with the cheese?!" Hiccup demanded, throwing his hands in the air.

**There it is my friends!**

**Thank you for reviews, follows, and favorites!**

**Loves and hugs, minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	13. Chapter 13

**Chapter 13, babies~ **

**Disclaimer: HTTYD(2) isn't mine. The only thing I have right now is a headache and a research paper I'm avoiding.**

"So I'm gonna drive home, grab my stuff and meet you at your place," I told Hiccup as we walked down the hallways of the school at the end of the day. "By the time practice ends and Adam drops you off, I should be almost done getting ready."

"Okay," he nodded, adjusting the strap of his backpack. "Well, then, I'll see you in an hour. You're driving us to the party, right?"

"Yes, indeed," I grinned. "I'll get the instructions online and print it out at your house."

"Right," Hiccup stopped at the top of the stairs to the boys' locker room. "Will you need the keys? My dad won't be there to let you in…"

"No need, I already have a key," I stated.

Hiccup paused for a moment before turning to me with a comically confused look on his face. "I don't remember giving you-"

"That's because you didn't," I replied quickly, snorting.

"Then how did you-"

"A girl has her ways," I smirked, waving him off.

"That's…creepy," he shivered.

"Yeah, I guess it is. Well, I must be off, don't wanna be late!"

"Yeah, right," Hiccup nodded, waving as he descended the stairs.

… … … … … … …

I stood in Hiccup's room, putting my Kiss belt on as I stared into his full-length mirror. "Hiccup was right!" I exclaimed. "This does look good on me! I should thank him…I might actually get him something for Christmas this year!"

I turned around to look at Hiccup's math clock (I got it for him for his birthday; it's really cool, instead of numbers, it has mathematical equations.). "Quarter to five…Hic should be here in, like, half an hour. Better get started on my hair then..."

It was five o'clock now, and I was still trying to yank the brush through my hair. "Come on!" I shouted through clenched teeth, tugging on the handle. "Get out of my hair!" I gave another forceful tug and the handle snapped off of the brush. "Argh!" I stamped my foot, chucking the handle at the wall.

"That's the second one this _week_!" I yelled, slamming my fist on Hiccup's desk. "_This_ is why I don't brush my hair every day! Dammit! I hate you!"

I heard a chuckle and turned around, my eyes landing on Hiccup. "Be careful, you might hurt your hair's feelings," he joked, placing his backpack next to his door.

"It doesn't have feelings anymore," I pouted, plopping down on the floor with my arms crossed. "It's already dead…I should just…just cut my hair! Yeah, just like Korra in the newest book of Legend of Korra!" I grinned, standing up. "Yeah, that's what I'll do!"

"Kika, are you sure…?" Hiccup asked hesitantly.

"Of course I'm sure," I rolled my eyes, digging through Hiccup's desk drawers to find his scissors. "Why wouldn't I be? I mean, hair is just dead cells. I don't get why people are so hung up on it."

"Well…I mean, you've been growing your hair out for four years now…"

"I've been growing it out with the hopes of it becoming more manageable, but it didn't work, so away it goes~"

"Well…if you're sure," Hiccup replied awkwardly, not sounding like he approved at all. "But don't come crying to me when you regret it tomorrow…"

"Okay," I agreed, finally finding the scissors. "Wanna help me?"

Hiccup sighed, defeated. "Alright…what do you want me to do?"

"Just hold my hair straight."

He did as I said, grabbing a handful of my hair in the back and pulling it straight. I placed my left hand on his so that I wouldn't actually cut him with the scissors. I was just about to make the first cut when Hiccup said, "Kika, are you seriously sure you want to do this?"

"For the last time, yes!" I snapped.

"Okay…" he grimaced, wincing at the sound of the first snip.

… … … … … … …

"Take this left right here," Hiccup read off the paper, pointing to make sure he was being clear.

"You got it," I nodded, doing as he instructed.

"Astrid's house should be on the left," he stated, placing the paper down on his lap.

"I have a feeling it's about a half a block from here…" I hummed, puffing out my cheeks.

"What makes you say that?" he asked, poking my face.

"There're, like, fifty cars over there," I snorted, swatting his hand away before turning my blinker on.

After parking the car, the two of us got out, straightening out our clothes before making our way towards the front door. "I've never been to a girl's house before," Hiccup said nervously, fidgeting with his clothes. "This is so nerve-wracking."

"You've been to my house before," I retorted indignantly, brushing his hair into place.

"Yeah, well…you don't count," he replied. "I mean, I don't see you as a girl so-"

"Wow, I'm feeling the love," I rolled my eyes, straightening my jacket.

"I didn't mean it that way! I mean, I don't see you as a girl that I'd want to date."

"Um, I'm not sure if I'm more offended than I was before or-"

"What I mean is, I've known you since we were little so you're more of a sister to me than a girl…do you get what I'm saying?"

"Yeah, yeah, I was just giving you a hard time is all," I grinned, waving away his worry. "Now smile before I knock or else you'll look scary and Astrid will never date you."

Hiccup rolled his eyes before doing as I said, and gestured for me to knock. Nodding, I did as he said and we didn't have to wait long before the door swung open and we were greeted by Astrid, who was wearing striped t-shirt with a blood red mini-skirt and thigh-high boots made out of the same black leather as her jacket. Her hair was done in her usual braid and it was tied in an orange hair elastic.

She looked us up and down, recognition slowly lighting up her face as she realized who we were. "Hiccup! Kika! I'm so glad you could make it!" she exclaimed, pulling each of us in for a hug one at a time. And, not that I'd _ever_ make fun of him for it, Hiccup's face turned a bright shade of red when he got his hug. Once she pulled away, she offered us a large smile. "Kika, I love what you did with your hair!"

"Oh, thanks," I flushed, twirling a piece of hair around my finger.

"Come on in-" she began, but was cut off by someone pushing her out of the way.

"Wowee, sis," a little boy sighed, taking up Astrid's place as he stared up at me. "I just met my dream lady…"

I blinked, turning first to Hiccup then to Astrid, who looked infinitely annoyed. "Henry," she growled, staring down at the boy. "I thought I told you to stay upstairs, and to _not_ hit on my friends."

"Sorry, sis, but when I see a babe like this one," he trailed off, shaking his head before stepping up to me. "Wanna hang out sometime? I'm not allowed out on school nights and my curfew is ten-"

"Henry, you're eight," Astrid growled, trying to pull her brother back into the house.

"And besides, I don't date guys shorter than me," I replied, feeling awkward. "Or younger than me for that matter."

"Age is but a number, love," he stated, taking my hand in his. "Besides, I'm planning on a growth spurt soon, and-"

"Well, would you look at that!" I exclaimed, pulling my hand away from his to point into the crowd. "Is that my boyfriend? Oh, yes it is! Come on, Hiccup! Thanks, Astrid!" I grabbed Hiccup's arm and dragged him into a room where a whole bunch of people were grinding and drinking.

Once Hiccup and I were close enough to the crowd, I heard Astrid's younger brother groan, saying, "Why are all the hot ones taken?"

Astrid's only reply was a slap to the back of the head before she made her way over to us again. "I am so sorry," she said quickly. "He wasn't even supposed to be here this weekend, but his friend got sick, and he has this thing with flirting with all my friends, and it's really awkward and I'm so sorry-"

"Eh, it's alright," I waved her off. "I know how brothers are."

"Oh, that's right! Isn't your brother Toothless?" Astrid asked, walking with us, her eyes lighting up.

"The one and only," I nodded, tucking my hands in my pockets.

"What ever happened to him? He was such a great player and then he just, like, disappeared!"

"Oh, he got hurt pretty bad his first year of college," I explained. "Shattered his knee, and it ruined his football career."

"Aw, that's horrible!" she exclaimed, donning a guilty face. "I'm so sorry-"

"It's really no problem. If I didn't want to talk about it, I wouldn't have said anything."

"Well, I guess you're right," she said, biting her lip. "I should probably go make sure everyone else is alright. Fishlegs just got here a few minutes ago, if you were wondering."

"Thanks," I grinned, turning to Hiccup, who was staring at Astrid with his mouth open. I rolled my eyes, slamming him on the back so that he would say something.

"Yeah! Thanks, Astrid!" Hiccup practically yelled, following this with an awkward, loud, and obviously fake laugh.

"Yeah…no problem, Hiccup," she said, her smile wavering a little.

I walked past her, giving her the peace sign, and Hiccup followed behind me. After Astrid sauntered into the crowd, Hiccup buried his face in his hands, crying out, "Why am I such a socially awkward loser?!"

"Because you are?" I offered, grabbing his wrist. "Come on, let's go find Fishlegs."

"Wanna bet he's in the kitchen?" Hiccup asked, looking back to where Astrid disappeared.

"Where there's food, you'll find Fishlegs," I agreed. As we walked towards the kitchen, I was compelled to ask, "How did you get all the mayo out of your locker so quickly?"

"My father's the principal," Hiccup deadpanned, snapping his fingers in my face. "The faculty is terrified to say no to me."

"Oh, you're evil, blackmailing school staff-"

I was cut off by the sound of loud bickering coming from across the room. "There's no way that's her," a familiar voice shouted. "Her hair is _way_ too short, and she'd _never_ wear something like that!"

"Well, who else has multicolored hair and hangs out with that loser Hiccup?" another familiar, yet slightly more feminine, voice retorted, just as loudly as the first. "I'm telling you it's her!"

"Well, I'm telling you you're wrong!"

"Am not!"

"Are too!"

"Am not!"

"Are too!"

"Nuh-uh!"

"Yeah-huh!"

"No way!"

"Prove it!"

"Okay, I will!" the second voice exclaimed, and continued to push through the crowd until she got up to me. Ruffnut smiled, saying hi before she tugged my hair, pinched my cheeks, and poked my side before nodding and turning to her twin brother. "See? I told you it was her, you idiot!"

"No way!" Tuffnut yelled, pushing his sister out of the way to repeat Ruffnut's actions. "Whoa! It is you!"

"Yeah…who else would I be?" I asked, confused.

"It's just that you look so different," Ruffnut started.

"Yeah, well…my brush got caught in my hair and then the handle broke off, and I was angry and so I cut it! Hiccup helped, of course." I explained. "How does it look?"

"It's so rockin'," Ruffnut said, running her fingers through the longer locks in the front, at the same moment Tuffnut laughed, exclaiming, "Hot!"

Ruffnut looked over at him, smirking. "I mean, you look like you're…uh…" Tuffnut put his finger to his lips, trying to think of a way to save himself from this. Ruffnut laughed at her brother stuttering before her face went blank and her mouth dropped.

This stopped all the noise in our little circle, and Hiccup and I turned to follow her gaze. A man, about our age, maybe a year or two older, was standing in the doorway, looking around. He had a muscular build, with dark brown hair and golden-brown eyes. "Hubba jubba," I breathed.

"Oh wow~" Ruffnut sighed, a dreamy look overcoming her features. "Me likey~ Come on, Kika, let's go talk to him!" she commanded, grasping my wrist tightly and dragging me to the doorway where the guy still stood.

"Oh, barf," Hiccup groaned, turning to a disgusted looking Tuffnut.

**There you have it! Slightly longer than usual. Apparently being sick is good for my thinking process.**

**Well, whatever! Thank you for reviews, follows, and favorites (they're always welcome)!**

**Loves and hugs, my minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	14. Halloween Special

**Heyo! You know what time it is? Time for a Halloween Special! Since I have not written a HTTYD fic before, I'm going to assumer none of you know what I do. When there's a special holiday that **_**I love**_** and I'm feeling the inspiration, I'll write a special chapter of my stories for that holiday that has nothing to do with the real plot!**

**Well that was a long author's note!**

**Disclaimer: HTTYD ain't mine~**

"Hiccup?" I called, peeking around the corner of the hallway. "Come on, Hiccup! It can't be _that_ bad!"

"It's horrible!" Hiccup replied, groaning, his voice muffled by his closed door.

"Would you go as far as to say that it's _Horrendous_?!" I asked, trying to stifle my laughter. "I am so funny!"

"No, you're not!" he yelled. "You're, like, the twentieth person to make that pun in the last three months!"

"Well, as long as I'm amused," I shrugged, shuffling down the hallway. "Well, let me in; maybe I can fix it up a bit."

The door swung open to reveal a Hiccup dressed in a purple and black witch's costume. I slapped my hands over my mouth, turning a bright shade of red before I busted out laughing. "Nyerhaherherher!"

"It's not funny!" Hiccup snapped, holding up the trim of his cloak to walk over and slap me on the head.

"I know! I-I know, I'm sorry! Sorry," I replied through gasps of breath before I snorted and started laughing again. Hiccup goes forward to close the door angrily, but I stop him, stepping into his room. "Wait! Wait, it's not-hehe-it's not too bad! Pfft, it's not! Hahaha!"

"There's no way I can go out like this!" Hiccup whined, stamping his foot.

"Then why would you buy it?" I asked, smirking once I got my laughter under control. "Besides, I'm pretty sure that's a, um…" I bit my lip. "A girl's costume."

"I didn't buy it," Hiccup sulked, kicking at the ground. "I ordered a Joker costume online, and this is what showed up! I don't even have time to get a new one!"

"Joker? You mean arch-nemesis of Batman?" I asked, playing with his witch's hat.

"Yeah, well, you were being Harley Quinn, and we always go Trick-or-Treating together so I figured…" he trailed off.

I giggled, playing with his baggy sleeves. "Well, I can help," I told him.

"Really?" he asked, a hopeful gleam in his eyes.

"Totally, take off your costume and I'll bring it home and work on it tonight. Then tomorrow when I come to bring you to school, I can give it to you."

"Ah, Kika, you're the best!" he exclaimed.

"I know," was my reply with a cheeky grin on my face.

We stared at each other for a while in an awkward silence. "Kika, I need you to leave."

"What? Why? What did I do?" I demanded, taken aback.

"Well, I need to get changed and, well…" he gestured to me then to his…lower region.

"Oh, right! Sorry, I forgot…" I apologized, walking out of the room and shutting the door behind me.

… … … Home … … …

"Candy Cane, whatcha up to?" Adam asked, ruffling my hair.

I swatted his hand away. "I thought I told you to stay out of my room unless the bookshelf falls on me again," I muttered, scribbling on a piece of paper.

"Yeah, yeah, what're you doing?" he asked, leaning over my shoulder.

I covered the paper with my hands, glaring at him. "Working on the plans for Hiccup's costume."

"Isn't Halloween, like, tomorrow?" he laughed.

"Yeah, so?"

"It's a little late to be making costumes now, don't you think?"

I sighed, placing my pencil down so that I could explain. "He ordered a costume, but it came in later than expected and it was the wrong costume, so I told him I'd fix it for him!"

"Ah, well, don't stress yourself out," Adam said, going to leave the room, but tripped over my mannequin instead.

"I won't. Bye."

… … … Next Day … … …

I pulled up into Hiccup driveway the next morning, making sure to grab Hiccup's costume before I got out of my car. Rushing up the stairs, I unlocked the front door and walked inside. "Hey, Stoick!" I called, meeting the man in the kitchen before climbing up onto the counter to grab a mug.

Stoick filled it for me before moving aside so that I could get the cream and sugar from the fridge. "Hi, Kika, having a good day, I presume?" he asked, taking a sip of his own coffee.

"Of course," I grinned. "Not that you'd need to ask anyway! It's Halloween! _My _Christmas~!"

Stoick laughed, shaking his head. "That's great!" he extended his cup towards the bag in my hand. "What's in there?"

"Ah, you know, a dead body," I replied, keeping a straight face as Stoick choked on his coffee. He looked at me in confusion, and I quickly continued. "I didn't eat it!" I insisted. "Just kidding~ It's Hiccup's 'stume."

I received a blank stare. "A…a what?"

"A costume…" I replied, deadpanning.

"Are you trying to be cool again?" Stoick asked.

"Yes…" I muttered, bowing my head.

"Well, good try. He's in his room."

"Thanks…" Placing the half empty mug on the counter, I walked down the hallway, knocking on Hiccup's door. "Hic?" I called quietly.

There was a loud crash and then Hiccup's voice came, muffled. "It's open!"

I shrugged and opened the door, looking around for my scrawny friend. "Hey, are you okay?" I asked. "I heard a crash-AHHH!" I screamed, slapping my hands over my eyes. "Ahh! OhmahOdin! Put some clothes on, you psycho!"

"Eh?! Kika?! Close your eyes!" he cried frantically.

"They are closed!"

"Good! Then…keep them like that!"

"I'm planning on it!" after a moment, I continued. "Why would you let me in anyways?!"

"I thought you were my dad!" he retorted.

"Well…here!" I said, holding out his bag. "Take you costume!"

The bag was snatched from my hand and untied, when it was quiet again, Hiccup said, "Oh, wow, Kika! It's perfect!"

"Yeah, I know," I replied, walking backwards to try and get out of his room. "Now get dressed."

"Will do!"

Once I managed to get back into the hallway, I turned around, skipping back to the kitchen where Stoick was rinsing his now empty cup. "What are _you_ dressed up as?" I asked, lifting myself to sit on the counter.

"Can't you tell?" he asked, spreading his arms. I bit my lip, thinking for a moment before shaking my head. "I'm the principal of Berserk Academy! See?" I leaned in to see where he was pointing, and, there on his shirt, was the Berserk Academy logo. I pursed my lips. "Not good, huh?"

"Not creative," I replied. "You should be Batman!"

"Er…Kika?"

"Yes?"

"I'm a grown man."

"I realize."

"And it's Halloween."

"Indeed, it is."

"Where am I going to find a Batman costume?" he demanded simply.

"Well…I made you one," I replied, tilting my head to the side.

"You…made me one?"

"Yeah, it's in my car!" I stated, dragging him out the house. I threw the costume at him. "See?"

He unfolded it, looking at the fabric. "When did you…?"

"Last month. When I made Hiccup's."

"But Hiccup told me you made his last night…?"

"Oh, well, that's what he _thinks _I did. What actually happened is, I made matching costumes for the three of us, but then Hiccup bought a costume online, so I hacked his account, cancelled that order and ordered a female costume that he'd never wear so that he'd wear this."

"That's…evil," he laughed. "How did you get my sizes?"

"I came to your house one night and measured you while you slept." I received a blank stare. "I'm kidding; I asked Hiccup."

"Oh, haha…ha…"

"Yeah…it's awkward now…"

"It's your fault."

"I guess it is…"

… … … … … … …

Hiccup and I walked into the school confidently. Well, I walked in confidently; Hiccup was less confident. "No one's gonna dress up…" he said.

"You lie~" I accused, pointing my finger in his face. He swatted my hand away. "Besides, your dad dressed up, so who can judge us?"

"I guess you're right."

"Ruffnut!" I shouted, running down the hall to glomp her.

"Hey, hehe!" she exclaimed, patting me on the back. "Who are you?"

I pulled away. "You don't remember me?" I demanded.

"Oh, no, Kika! I didn't see your face!"

"What are you?"

"Can't you tell? I'm Tuffnut!"

"Holy, nuggets! You're my boyfriend!" I exclaimed, glomping her again. "Does that mean Tuff is you?"

"Yeah! Isn't it great?!"

"I love you two!" I shouted. "Where is my man?!"

"In detention, why?"

"Bye!" I called, waving as I bolted towards the detention room. "Tuffnut!"

"What? Oh, hey, Kika," he grinned.

"I'm _Candy_," I corrected. "What'd you do?"

"Toilet papered the school," he laughed.

"You're so horrible," I laughed, pecking him on the cheek. "Have a heart," I commanded, handing him a box of Sweethearts. "I'll see you tonight at Astrid's party."

"Bye, babe."

**There it is! I'm finally done! Now I have ten minutes for homework!**

**Loves and hugs, minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	15. Chapter 14

**Chapter 14, loves.**

**Disclaimer: HTTYD not mine.**

*Hiccup's POV*

I turned to Tuffnut with a shrug. He and I were never good friends, but it seemed like Kika and Ruffnut really hit it off, so we'd probably be spending more time together. "I don't understand girls," I told him, watching a group of girls flock to the newcomer, including Astrid, much to my chagrin. "They see an attractive guy and they just…all over them."

"Eh," Tuffnut replied, not seeming like he cared too much. "Ruff is _always_ chasing after macho men." It was quiet for a moment as we both stared at the crowd of females swarming that guy like bees before he turned back to me, a sly smirk on his face. "So…Astrid, huh?"

I reeled back. "What?" I asked, sputtering out a quick response. "I don't know what you're talking about! What about Astrid? Haha…ha…"

"Oh, quit hiding it, doofus," he snorted. "It's so obvious you like her."

"Who does Hiccup like?" someone asked.

Tuffnut and I swung around to see Kika. "Oh, it's just you," I laughed, running a hand through my hair.

She ignored the statement, slapping my hand away and fixing my hair before she turned to Tuffnut. "Are you talking about Hiccup's obvious crush on Astrid?"

"It's not obvious!" I exclaimed, my face growing warm.

She smirked, leaning in to mock whisper in Tuffnut's ear. "He didn't deny his crush."

Tuffnut responded with loud laughter. I narrowed my eyes, taking a lock of Kika's hair in my hand to pull her towards me. "I'd watch it with the crush talk," I warned her. "Or else _someone_ might let slip _your_ little crush."

She flushed, pulling back quickly while biting her lip. "Not funny," she muttered, punching my shoulder.

I flinched, rubbing where she punched. "Why aren't you over there with Mr. Hot Body?"

Kika rolled her eyes, snorting. "I can sense a self-centered jerk from a mile away," she explained, crinkling her nose. "He gives off the same aura as Phil."

"It's Snotlout!" I faintly heard someone shout from the back.

"Anyway, I like hanging out with losers like you, and I'm not much of a crowd person," she said, looking around slowly, her eyes widening. "Hiccup, I don't like parties…"

"It's because you're not doing it right," Tuffnut exclaimed, getting in Kika's face.

She recoiled, squeaking out a quick "I'm sorry…?"

Tuffnut shook his head, taking both my and Kika's wrists in his hands. He pulled us over to the crowd of girls who still surrounded the poor guy who hadn't gotten past the doorway yet. Ruffnut was thrown out of the crowd, landing on her butt. As she stood up, she rubbed her bottom, shaking her head. "Rude," she muttered, turning around. "Hey, Tuff." She exclaimed, her eyes brightening slightly.

"Kika's never been to a party before," Tuffnut explained. "She's bored."

"Well, she probably isn't doing it right!" Ruffnut replied, scowling.

"Um…I'm right here," Kika said, slightly offended.

"You're not doing it right," Ruffnut said, tapping Kika's nose. Kika jerked her head and made to bite the other girl's finger.

"What am I not doing right?!" she shouted.

"Ohmahgods, Kika," I replied, rolling my eyes. "You can't even tell that you're not doing it right?" I scoffed.

"Shut up," she hissed before turning back to the twins. "What am I doing wrong?"

"Partying," the twins stated as if it was the simplest thing in the world.

"Then explain it to me," Kika commanded, crossing her arms over her chest, gnawing on her lip again.

"Well, first of all, you need to have the right outlook," Ruffnut explained, waving her hands in the air. "A positive attitude. So be happy!" Kika quickly plastered a smile on her face. "Good. Now you have to hang out with a hot guy and dance with him, and, maybe get his number, maybe-"

"No, no, no, you're going about it all _wrong_, you idiot," Tuffnut interrupted, shoving Ruffnut away by her face. "Don't listen to her; she's an idiot. The key to having fun at a party is how many people you mess with!"

"You're the idiot!" Ruffnut snapped, punching her brother on the head. "You don't understand how a girl would feel!"

"Oh, and you would?"

"Of course I would, I am a girl, you know?"

"Oh, is that what you are? Sorry, I mistook you for a wild boar!"

"Guys~" Kika called, trying to maintain her smile, but she was ignored. She tried a little louder. "Guys~" the twins continued bickering. Finally, Kika yelled through her teeth. "Guys! Knock it off!"

The twins, about to start throwing punches, stopped immediately and turned to face Kika. "What is it?" they asked.

"When can I stop smiling?" she asked. "My face is starting to hurt."

"Really? That's what you're worried about?" I demanded, narrowing my eyes. "Not your friends about to kill each other?"

She turned to me, looking super creepy with her narrowed eyes and pained smile. "My. Face. Hurts." She repeated slowly.

"Oh, yeah, smiling is lame anyway," Ruffnut said, shrugging. Kika let her smile fall, but her glare remained. "Wanna go dance?"

"Um…sure?" Kika replied. The words barely left her mouth before Ruffnut grabbed her wrist and dragged her into the center of the grinding crowd.

I stared after them, Tuffnut beside me. "I hope Kika will be alright," I muttered, making my way to the kitchen.

"What do ya mean?" Tuffnut replied, following after me.

"Eh, she has this social anxiety thing," I explained. "She doesn't do well with large crowds. She should be fine though, as long as Ruffnut's with her."

"Whoa, that's so weird," Tuffnut said in awe. "You wouldn't even think it by looking at her."

"Yeah, well, I've known her for over ten years and I still haven't figured her out yet," I laughed, rubbing the back of my neck.

It was quiet for a moment seeing as Tuffnut became enthralled by the chocolate fountain in the center of the kitchen. "So, you're trying out for the football team this year?" he asked after a few minutes.

"Yeah, I am," I replied, nodding slowly.

"You know, Kika made a bet with Snot-Face that she'd date him if you don't make the team," Tuffnut snorted. "She must have high hopes for you."

"Yeah, she's pretty great," I chuckled, picking up a cracker from one of the platters. "She never doubts my abilities."

"Wanna prank her and Ruffnut?" he asked after a long moment of silence.

I smirked. "Well, I do need to get back at her for filling my locker with mayonnaise…" I pursed my lips. "What do you have in mind?"

Tuffnut let out a loud laugh. "You know Kika better than anyone, and I know Ruffnut better than anyone. So _you_ send someone to tell Kika that someone she likes is looking for her in a room, and I'll get someone to tell Ruffnut the same thing, except, like, with her. You know?"

"Yeah, I get it," I rolled my eyes. "So what happens to them when we lead them to the room?"

"Oh, wait, this is the best part!" Tuffnut exclaimed, breaking down laughing. He pointed a finger at the chocolate fountain.

"Oh~ hoho, that is _evil_, my friend," I stated, shaking my finger at him.

"So? Are you with me?"

"Eh, why not?" I shrugged. "But if we get caught, it was all your idea, and I had nothing to do with it."

"Deal," he agreed.

**There you are, my lovelies! Very short compared to the last chapter, but what can you do?**

**Bonding! Bro bonding betwixt Tuffnut and Hiccup! This is the start of a glorious friendship, I'm sure!**

**Thank you for reviews, follows and favorites!**

**Loves and hugs, minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	16. Chapter 15

**Hey there! Chapter 15!**

**Disclaimer: Nope, not even close.**

"So you've really never been to a party before?" Ruffnut asked as we swayed in the middle of the grinding crowd.

"Do birthday parties count?" I replied with a sheepish grin.

"No…not even close," she snorted, punching my shoulder.

"So no luck with hottie at the door?"

"Nah, but he'll be mine," she assured me. "No one can resist the allure of Ruffnut for long."

"Really? Cause I'm pretty sure I resisted that allure for over three years," I snorted, shoving her slightly.

"No, no, you only _think_ you resisted me," she said. "It was really Tuffnut who overshadowed my awesomeness with his stupidness. That's why you didn't notice me."

"Oh, well, _that_ makes sense," I rolled my eyes. "So what's your plan to attract the hottie?"

"I don't need a plan," she bragged, a cheesy grin plastered to her face. "I told you, he'll come crawling to me in no time~"

"How has that plan worked for you in the past?" I inquired, a knowing smirk on my lips.

"Well…not…too good, I suppose," she replied, pursing her lips. "But like I said, it's because of Tuffnut!"

"Oh, yeah, I'm sure!"

"Was that sarcasm?" she demanded. "Whoa~ there-"

"Kika! Kika!" a familiar voice shouted. I stopped my swaying and turned around, coming face to face (or face to air above the other person's head) with Astrid's younger brother.

"Hey, Henry," I greeted, smiling awkwardly.

"Kika! You have to come with me," he declared. Without waiting for me to respond, he grabbed my wrist and dragged me away from Ruffnut towards the stairs. "Kika, Astrid told me to tell you that Fishlegs told her that Hiccup told him that Jeff told him that George told him that Tuffnut's looking for you."

"I…what?" I demanded as the boy dragged me up a flight of stairs.

"Tuffnut wants to see you. He said it was important," Henry explained. "He's in the bathroom."

*Ruffnut's POV*

"Where did you say the hottie was?" I demanded as someone I've never seen before dragged me up a flight of stairs.

"The bathroom," the guy said. "Tuffnut told me that Snotlout told him that Jane told him that Eret told her that he wanted to talk to you. Privately, if you know what I mean~"

"Pfft, told Kika that no man could resist my allure," I muttered, finding I couldn't wait to rub it in her face that she doubted me and I was right.

"We don't have time for this!" he exclaimed. "You have to go to the bathroom now before he leaves!"

He pushed me into the direction of the bathroom and I huffed out a quick "Rude!" before continuing down the hallway. It was only a couple of seconds before I ran into Kika again. "Hey, you, guess what? I was right and you were wrong-"

"Don't have time," she interrupted, looking around frantically. "Do you know where the bathroom is?"

"No can do, my friend," I grinned. "I have a hot date waiting for me in there."

"Ew, gross, I don't even want to know what you're gonna do in there!" she exclaimed. "Anyway, I have to go there because I have to meet with-"

She broke off.

I grinned. "Meet with?" I prompted.

"Never mind, I just have to find the bathroom," she replied quickly.

*Kika's POV*

I was pretty sure Ruffnut could see through my lies. She probably already knew I had a crush on her brother, but I didn't want to tell her because oh gods would she pick fun at me! She decided not to respond and we both continued our search for the bathroom. "Boy, do I feel stupid," I groaned as I came to a stop in front of a door.

"What?"

"We passed by this door, like, five times!" I exclaimed, gesturing to the sign on the door that said in bold letters "Bathroom."

"Oh, wow, you are dumb!" she joked.

"Yeah, yeah," I rolled my eyes, reaching towards the nob before Ruffnut slapped by hand away. "What gives?"

"I told you! I have a hot date in there!"

"Well, I called dibs!"

"Did not!"

"Did so!"

"When? You didn't say anything!" she demanded, getting in my face.

"I called dibs in my _mind_!" I snapped, pushing her away from me.

"That doesn't count!"

"Says who?"

"Says me!"

"Well, I have a hot date in there too so," I stuck my tongue out at her.

"Why don't we just open it and see whose date is in there, huh?"

"Fine!" I snapped, pulling open the door.

The two of us walked in and looked around. There was no one in there and the two of us shared a look before we heard a tugging sound. Looking up too late, the both of us were showered in hot sticky chocolate.

I screamed, whether in fury or anguish, I couldn't tell. Ruffnut was definitely furious, huffing and cursing. She punched the wall, cracking the plaster but also cutting her hand. "When I find out who did this-" she began angrily, wiping chocolate out of her eyes. "I'll castrate them!"

"Only if I can help," I growled. "Ugh! I'm so…ugh!"

Then we heard the laughing, coming from inside the very same room. I felt my eye twitch. I knew that laughter. Ruffnut and I stormed over to the shower, pulling aside the curtain to unveil Hiccup and Tuffnut laughing hysterically.

I bit down on my lip as Ruffnut growled, "You guys have some nerve!"

"You think this is funny!" I shouted, clenching my fists. "You seriously think _this_ is so funny. Don't you? Don't you?!"

"Well, now that you mention it," Tuffnut shrugged, not even bothering to complete his sentence before breaking out into another fit of laughter.

"You have to admit, it was pretty funny," Hiccup agreed, unable to stifle his laughter.

"No, I really _don't_ have to admit anything of the sort," I hissed. "This-" I gestured to both Ruffnut and myself. "This is anything _but_ funny! This was plain mean, and…" I bit my lip again before continuing. "And I'm going home." After a second, I continued. "Poopy heads."

Turning on my heel, I stormed my way into the hallway. Behind me, Ruffnut said, "Wait for me, sister." before she followed after me.

… … …

My house was closer than Ruffnut's, and to be completely honest, she didn't even want to see her brother again for the rest of the night. Not that I blamed her. If I saw Hiccup again that night, I would probably beat him with a pineapple.

I slammed the front door, calling out, "I'm home!" before I led Ruff to my bedroom. I let her use the bathroom connected to my room while I used the family bath. She borrowed a pair of my pajamas and a brush before heading into the room.

I gathered my own clothes and amenities before sulking to the bathroom. Adam stopped me halfway there. "Hey, I wasn't expecting you to get home this early—What happened to you?" he demanded.

"My stupid friends are stupid," I growled, being extrsa careful not to get any chocolate on my clean clothes. "You should beat them up. What are you doing home? I thought you'd have been hanging with your girlfriend. Isn't she visiting for the weekend?"

"Yeah, she was supposed to, but her roommate got sick so she decided to stay with her," he explained.

"Bummer, I was looking forward to meeting her," I shrugged. "I'm gonna go shower. I love chocolate and all, but it does not look good on me." As I was about to close the bathroom door, I turned back to him. "Oh, and I have a friend over so don't go into my room until she's out of the shower."

"Got it," he gave me a thumbs-up before going into the kitchen to make some brownies.

*No One's POV*

Back in Kalika's bathroom, Ruffnut stood in front of the running shower. Still fully clothed, she threw up her hair, scrunching her nose at the sticky feeling of the chocolate on her hands. She turned her head to make sure she locked the door before plopping down on the toilet. She pulled her arm up to her mouth and began lapping up the chocolate, letting a happy grin slip onto her face. "I'm gonna get those jerks back," she muttered. "But I do loves me some chocolate."

Down the hall, Kalika stood in the locked bathroom, still fuming in anger. She paced around the small room, going to punch the door or the wall but stopping herself. She'd hate to ruin the paint with a chocolate stain; some guest my think that someone flung a poop at the wall or something! Also she didn't want to crack the drywall…or her hand for that matter.

She sighed, reaching over to turn on the water in the shower. Throwing up her hair, the steam from the shower coiled around her, expanding her sense of smell while clouding her eyesight. _Boy, oh, boy, does this smell good_, she thought, biting her lip as her eyes trailed down to her chocolate covered arm.

Bringing them up to her lips, she paused. "Let it be known," she declared into the empty room. "I'm still furious with those _idiots_, and I will get them back."

With that, she proceeded to lick the chocolate off her arm, sighing in content as the taste hit her tongue.

**There it is!**

**Loves and hugs, minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	17. Chapter 16

**Okay, before you guys go "Oh look she has some nerve not updating for years and then all of the sudden updating and hoping I'll read and review it," I honestly have a good reason.**

**My laptop (my new one) broke after I wrote three chapters of this story so I had to send it to the place to get it fixed and it took them forever. But now I'm back, be happy.**

**Disclaimer: Still not mine.**

Ruffnut and I sat on my bed, hair still damp from our showers. A plate of freshly baked brownies sat between us. In between bites, we began plotting. "We need to get them back, you know," Ruffnut said before moaning. "These brownies are _so_ good!"

"Yeah, they are," I agreed, sipping some soy milk to wash the chocolate-y deliciousness down. "My brother may be a great football player, but he is a _divine_ baker. And you're right. Hiccup and Tuffnut need to be taught a lesson. A _huge_ lesson. Not like one hit and we're done. No, more like they'll never know what's the _real_ lesson. We'll have plans within plans. We'll mess with their minds so much they won't even be able to close their eyes to sleep at night-"

"Oh, you don't have to worry about that," Ruffnut interrupted, wagging her finger in the air. "Tuffnut lost the ability to sleep with his eyes closed a few years ago. Some weird medical condition or something."

"Oh…kay?" I shook my head before continuing. "What I mean to say is, they'll never know when we're done or if we're just beginning."

"I like the sound of that," she replied with an evil grin. "What do you have in mind?"

… … …

Ruffnut called her parents while I took a shower Sunday night, like she did the night before that and the night before that. I suppose she was letting them know that she was alright and staying over a friend's house.

When I walked back into my room in nothing but a towel, Ruff held up her hand, arguing on the phone. "No, mother. I _don't_ want to talk to-" she broke off as if interrupted. "If you put him on the phone, I swear I'll-" she gritted her teeth before hanging up. She turned to me with a small smile. "Tuffnut wanted to talk. Dad understands I don't wanna be bothered with the jerk, but mother tries to insist."

"Yeah, my mom favors my brother too," I nodded in understanding, digging through my draws for some pajamas. "My dad was the only one who really got me, you know?"

"What happened to him?" she asked, her head tilted.

I turned to her while pulling on a pair of sweatpants. "Oh, nothing. He's just on a business trip," I replied, smirking. "He's just been paying more attention to Adam than he does to me lately. It probably has something to do with his injury."

"Bummer," she shrugged, lying back on the bed.

I finished dressing and joined her on the bed. The door swung open to reveal my brother. "Don't mean to intrude," he began with a cheesy grin. "But I need to know if you're coming tomorrow?"

"What's tomorrow?" Ruffnut asked, looking up.

"No, you can go train Hiccup on your own," I replied, waving my brother off with a lazy flick of my wrist. "Take your own car. Ruff and I are driving mine."

"Right on," he grinned, turning to leave. "Hey, do you guys know what happened to all the brownies I made the other day?"

"Uh? No, we're on diets," I defended. "Who could eat, like, fifty batches of brownies in two days? Puh-lease, big brother!"

"Hey, I was just wondering," he laughed before closing the door.

"We so ate those brownies, you liar," Ruffnut snorted, punching my shoulder.

"Yeah, yeah, I know that," I rolled my eyes as I stood up, stretching my back. "You want some cocoa?" she nodded in response. I skipped down to the kitchen, putting a pot of milk on the stove. I put a couple drops of vanilla extract into the heating milk, and poured the cocoa powder into two mugs. While the milk warmed up, I grabbed a bag of mini marshmallows, two candy canes, chocolate shavings, cinnamon and whipped cream. After preparing the delicious drinks, I carefully brought them back into my room, remembering the last time I spilled cocoa on the carpet in the hallway. I handed Ruffnut hers, saying "You spill on my bed, I take your head."

"What kind of morbid poem," Ruffnut snorted, taking a sip. "Ow! Hot, hot!"

"Oh, yeah! Be careful, it's hot," I cautioned too late, sending her a wink.

"Gee, thanks…" she rolled her eyes, pressing on her tongue. "It's gonna hurt for...like ever!"

"So…are you ready for tomorrow?" I asked, taking an innocent sip from my Harry Potter mug.

"You mean day one of our ultimate payback?" she elaborated, smirking evilly over the rim of her own mug.

"You know it," I laughed, using the candy cane to stir the melted marshmallow into the cocoa.

"I am _beyond _ready," she agreed.

"A toast!" I declared, standing up with the mug over my head. "To two ladies crushing the manhood of two lowlife jerkbenders!"

"Did you seriously just say that?" she demanded, trying to hide her smile.

"Shamelessly referencing Avatar: the Last Airbender. I regret nothing," I replied as we clinked our mugs together.

… … …

My alarm went off, blaring into the stillness of the morning. I rolled over in my bed to click the snooze button, but I bumped into something that was in my way. Sighing internally, I peeked one eye open, seeing a flurry of blonde hair. I jerked up, eye wide, until it registered that it was only Ruffnut.

Shaking my head, I leaned over the peacefully snoozing girl to press the snooze button for fifteen more blissful minutes of sleep. I plopped back down, pulling a still-warm blanket up to my chin.

By the time the alarm went off again, I still didn't feel rested enough to face the day. Not to mention, I was starting to have my doubts on our plans for revenge. Ruffnut sat up, shaking her hair out of her face before slamming her hand down on the end alarm button. "Good morning," she hummed, rubbing her eyes with a tired smile.

"Ruffnut, are we doing the right thing?" I asked slowly, sitting up next to her.

"What do you mean?" she asked, cracking numerous joints as she stretched.

"I'm having second thoughts about our revenge," I bit my lip, playing with my blanket. "Doesn't it seem…I don't know, a bit excessive? Too mean?"

"Too mean?" she demanded, grabbing my face in her hands. "They toyed with our hearts, leading us to believe that people whom we liked liked us back. Then they ruined our smoking hot outfits beyond repair and laughed at our suffering."

"Hey, you're right!" I exclaimed, throwing my fist in the air.

As we were getting dressed (Ruffnut borrowed another outfit of mine), the blonde began idle conversation. "So who did they use to bait you to the bathroom?" she asked.

I paused from pulling my pants on, turning to her with wide eyes. She wasn't watching me, too focused on getting dressed. "Oh, you know…uh…no one! Yeah, they just told me that they, uh, were giving out free books! Yeah, that's right…free books-"

"You know, Kika, you're a great friend," Ruffnut began. "But a _terrible_ liar."

"I know," I gave a small grin. "But you'll make fun of me."

"Kalika, I _always_ make fun of you," she snorted.

"I like your brother!" I announced before clapping my hands over my mouth. Ruffnut stopped getting dressed to stare at me with wide eyes.

**There you have it, chickadees. Again apologies for the tardiness.**

**Feel free to drop a review or something.**

**Loves and hugs, my minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee-Vee**


	18. Chapter 17

**Hey, hey, chapter one-seven coming your way!**

**Disclaimer: No, just...no.**

*Previously on HTTFS*

"_I like your brother!" I announced before slapping my hands over my mouth. Ruffnut stopped getting dressed to stare at me with wide eyes_.

It would have been comical under different circumstances. I mean, the girl's pants dropped around her ankles, and she had this awkward open-mouthed expression.

Ruffnut's mouth twitched upward slightly as she tried to maintain her dubious expression, but found herself unable to do so. She busted out laughing. "Why?!" she exclaimed, holding her stomach as she hunched over. "Why would you like _him_?" she snorted.

"Shut up," I pouted, twirling my hairbrush in my hands. "I think he's cute."

"You mean in a stupid kind of way?" she asked, finally able to suppress her laughter.

"No," I grinned. "He just has this face that…and his hair is...and his laugh!"

"Kalika, I'll tell you something," she announced, laying a hand on my shoulder. "My brother has this stupid face with ugly hair and a dumb laugh.

"But…"

"No buts," she interrupted, removing her hand. "I'm going to go eat your cereal now."

As she crossed the threshold, I finished my sentence "You two are identical…?"

She didn't hear me so I shrugged continuing to get ready.

… … …

"Look, look, there they are!" Ruffnut exclaimed under her breath so that I was the only one who heard her. "Fresh meat…"

"Remember, play it cool," I replied out of the corner of my mouth. "It's still Phase One, they can't know what's up."

"Yeah, yeah," she grinned, throwing her arm over my shoulder.

The two boys were standing guiltily beside my locker. Us girls ignored them as I opened my locker to grab the books I'd need for my next two classes. "Hey, could I borrow your chemistry book?" Ruffnut asked, looking over my shoulder.

"Sure thing," I nodded, pulling out the book that I decorated in an attempt to make myself enjoy the subject more (it didn't work…). "What happened to yours?"

"Tuff and I blew ours up," she snorted a laugh, running a finger over the plush stickers that spelled out CHEMISTRY and my name.

"Well, don't make mine explode," I warned before leaning next to Hiccup. "I wish I had bought chex mix yesterday…" the boys remained silent. "What's up with you two? Too good to talk to us? Huh?"

Hiccup looked up at me through his eyelashes as his head was bowed in shame. "We thought you'd be mad at us…" he began innocently.

"Mad? Why? Because of that thing with the chocolate?" they nodded simultaneously, both slow and guilty.

"Sure, we were mad at first," Ruff began, grinning as she hugged me close.

"But it was all in good fun, right?"

"Besides, it was totally worth it cause we got to eat all that free snackage," Ruffnut added with a dreamy look on her face. "And I, for one, have never been happier" was her declaration as she planted a kiss on my cheek before walking away.

"You guys are so great," I told the boys with a huge smile as they stared at me with wide, shocked eyes. "If you hadn't done that, we would've never been able to discover our feelings for each other."

"Wait, but I thought you liked-" Hiccup began, brows furrowed in confusion.

"I was young and foolish then, Hic," I waved him away. "Anyway, will you guys keep it on the down low? We don't really want anyone to know about it yet."

"Ah…yeah, sure," Hiccup nodded while Tuffnut grinned in agreement.

"Thanks, guys. You really are the best!" I told them as I skipped down the hallway. I ran into Ruffnut as I rounded the corner.

"Did they believe us?" she demanded, excitedly, shaking me by my shoulders.

"Totally! They're in shock right now," I snorted. "Besides there's no way they _wouldn't_ have believed us. The kiss was a nice touch though."

"Oh, I wish I could've seen their stupid faces!" she exclaimed gleefully.

"I have a security camera in my locker if you'd like to look at the tape," I offered. "I mean after school when the boys won't be snooping around."

"Right on!" Ruffnut giggled like a little girl before Christmas. "This calls for some serious snackage."

"I agree. I'll get some chips from the vending machine."

We walked to the back of the cafeteria (well, Ruff walked, I skated—hey, there's nothing in the handbook about riding a skateboard through the hallways). Halfway across the room, Ruff turned to me. "Why _do_ you have a camera in your locker?"

**There it is, preciouses.**

**Feel free to comment and/or follow/favorite.**

**Lots of love, minions.**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	19. Chapter 18

So I'm going away for a little over a week and I'm not quite sure if I'll have the interweb connectivity that I've come so accustomed to.

Disclaimer: Nope.

"Kika, why are you dressed like that?" Hiccup asked nervously as I skipped down the hall towards him and my locker.

"Oh! Hiccup, you're not gonna believe this," I sighed, leaning against my locker next to him. "I had this _crazy_ dream last night."

"You always have weird dreams," he replied, rolling his eyes. "It's because you eat sugar before you go to bed. It does stuff to your mind, you know?"

"Shut up, Hiccup," I snapped my fingers slowly in his face. "I'm telling a story. Anyway, in this dream, we were all Vikings, and we fought dragons, but you were too weak and scrawny to do that. I was too, but I didn't really care. So you found a dragon and trained it, then you became the best in your dragon fighting classes, and-"

"That's great, Kika, but that doesn't explain why you're dressed like that…"

"Shh, shh, wait, wait," I hushed him. "I'm getting to that-"

"You're talking kinda weird too…"

"Hush! Long story short," I concluded, pointing at him. "Because of that dream, I know you're going to have luck in your love life soon, and you may face hardships on your path, but if you persevere, you will be successful and those who would have persecuted you will embrace you."

"Great, but that still doesn't answer any of my questions-"

"The dream also told me that I have to mellow out," I explained. "So I went over to Walmart, bought some hair dye and a skateboard, and thus, a new me is born."

"Well, you look good," he offered, shrugging noncommittally.

"Thanks, Hiccup. I appreciate your input even though you aren't truthful about it at all," I smiled, getting ready to skate away. "Oh, and you don't want to eat today's lunch. My dreams told me it'd make people sick."

… …. …

"It's weird that she'd be attracted to _you_," Tuffnut was saying from inside the bedroom. Ruffnut was currently hogging the bathroom, doing her makeup. "I mean, I'm obviously the more attractive twin."

"It cause I do better than you in school, doofus," Ruffnut rolled her eyes, dragging her eyeliner pencil along her eyelid. "She's attracted to studious…ness."

"Wait…if that's why she likes you then wouldn't she be more attracted to, like, Hiccup or something? I mean, even if you do better than _me _in school, you still don't do _good_," he asked, scrunching up his face in confusion.

"Yeah, well, Hiccup doesn't have boobs now does he?" she demanded, scoffing.

"I don't know, sis. It seems kind of spontaneous," he appeared in the doorway, breaking off as he saw his sister in the mirror. "Ruff…what's with that look?" he asked, staring wide-eyed at her as she caked on more eyeliner. "You look…terrifying and_ not_ in a good way."

Ruffnut rolled her eyes. "Oh, Tuff, this is the new me," she sighed, stepping away from the mirror to take her new look in. "And I. Am. Hot!"  
>"Ew, gross," he shook his head vigorously, curling his lip in disgust. "'Ruffnut' and 'Hot' should never be in the same sentence! Never. No way."<p>

"I bet Kika will like it," Ruffnut huffed, retouching her black lipstick. "_She'd_ be supportive of me! I'd bet she would say I look smokin'."

"In a creepy satanic ritual sort of foreplay maybe," Tuffnut muttered.

"Is there such a thing?" she asked, wide-eyed. "Cause that would be...whoa~"

"That's getting off topic."

"Then what is the problem, Tuff?" she demanded. He didn't respond. "Oh, I see," her eyes widened in understanding. "I know what's going on. You don't support me! You…you think I'm gross, don't you?!"

"Well, duh. You've always been gross, stupid."

"No, it's not that. You can't handle the fact that I like girls, is that it?"

"What?" Tuffnut asked, eyes wide.

"If not that, then what, Tuff?" she hissed, getting in his face. "Huh? Huh? What is it? Huh?"

"Well, yesterday you were my awesome sister...well, not as awesome as me, but...uh…wait, let me start over. Yesterday you were my not as awesome as me but still pretty awesome sister who was fawning over every guy with a six pack, and today, you're dressing like a…90s rock band?"

"Foolish brother," she shook her head slowly, laying a hand on his arm. "Poor, poor, foolish, stupid, Tuffnut…you just don't get it. I'm a woman, and we women are creatures of change. Maybe one day you'll understand."

After patting his cheek, she exited the bathroom, and it wasn't until she got to the kitchen that it dawned on her. "Hey, I am so much more awesome than you!" she exclaimed angrily before grabbing a bowl of cereal.

… … …

"Hey, Kika!" Ruffnut called out to me as I skated into the cafe. I made my way over to her, idly noticing she wasn't with her brother like she usually was.

"Hey, Ruff," I grinned. "Did your new look blow over well?"  
>"Nope, yours?"<p>

"Negative," I matched her evil smirk. "Now with new looks-"

"And personalities~" she sang.

"Right! The boys will never see our odd behavior as plotting revenge."

"Ah, you're an evil genius!" she laughed heartily, clapping her hands. "Why weren't we friends before?"

"Because you, your brother, and Snotlout made it your life's purpose to make my life a living hell thus making you three the embodiment of all I detest in the world."

"Oh," she pursed her lips awkwardly. "Sorry about that."

"Doesn't matter," I grinned, running a hand through my now-orange hair. "It was mostly Phil anyway."

"It's Snotlout!" he retorted, shouting across the room.

Ruff and I laughed quietly to ourselves. "He's such a dork," Ruff snorted, facepalming.

"Honestly, I have no idea what Astrid saw in him," I agreed.

"I don't know; she seems to have a thing for dorks."

"What do you mean?"

"Well, she likes Hiccup, doesn't she?"

"She does?" I demanded, a smile creeping up on my face.

"You didn't know?" she laughed. "She stares at him _all_ the time. Like all the time."

"Whoa," I breathed. "That'd make Hic happy. Too bad I'm not gonna tell him." That made Ruffnut burst into another fit of laughter. Once she quieted down, we sat in silence until…"You look good with heavy make-up like that, by the way."

"Oh, thanks," she did a little bow. "I'm planning on dying my hair black to piece together the whole look," she explained, laying her head in her hand in a lazy way.

"No, no, you don't wanna do that," I advised. "Black would make you look pale and sickly. You'd want to do like a blood red then we'd kinda be matching."

"Awesome~" she laughed, nodding her approval.

"_Sooooo~_ where's your brother~?"

"Whoa! Whoawhoawhoawhoawhoa…whoa," she held up her hands in a defensive manner. "You're in a relationship with _me_, remember? You can't have a crush on my _brother_! It's not right!"

"Sorry, sorry, I never knew you were so clingy~" I joked, winking at her. She returned that with a wide grin. "So where is he?"

"He's in detention _again_," Ruffnut sighed. "I don't know why he keeps doing fun stuff without me. I bet he threw another loser in the dumpster or rigged a bucket of goo to fall on the teachers or—or put fruit flies in the cafeteria!"

"We're in the cafeteria, Ruff, so that rules the last one out."

"Oh, right," she laughed, putting her head down on the table. "I'm so tired…"

"Hi, So Tired, I'm Kalika," I replied, pulling out my notebook and my laptop. They sat on the table for a good fifteen minutes as I stared at them both. "I should do my homework, but I really want to play on my computer…"

"Which is more fun?" her voice was muffled by the table.

"The second one," I rolled my eyes before doing my best Snape impersonation. "Obviously."

"Pretty good, your voice should be deeper though."

"Well, excuse me for not being a guy," I laughed, opening my laptop. As I typed my password in, I noticed Ruffnut's eyes hungrily following something. I followed her gaze and saw Eret, Mr. Hot Stuff from Astrid's party. "Whoa, hey! You're supposed to be dating me! You can't like that sex god! It isn't right~" I copied her tone from before.

"Yeah, yeah, using my words against me…for shame…"

There you have it.

Feel free to review~

Loves and hugs,

Yours psychotically,

Vee-Vee


	20. Chapter 19

**Chapter nineteen, lovelies. Sorry for the wait.**

**Disclaimer: Still not mine.**

Hiccup was making his way through the halls when he first saw his father that day. Unfortunately for him, his father also saw him, and he looked furious. "Hey…Dad," Hiccup greeted awkwardly, silently wondering what could have gotten his father so mad so early in the morning.

"You have a package," Stoic replied in a gruff voice as he plopped a parcel into his son's hands forcefully. "How many times have I told you, Hiccup? You can't have things mailed to the school. I swear, if this is another one of those animu sculpture things…" he trailed off, shaking his head as he turned around and made his way back into his office.

"But I didn't-" Hiccup began. Stoic's door slammed shut. Looking down at the package in his hands, he finished quietly "Order anything…" Hiccup shrugged, tucking the package under his arm. As he passed his father's door, he didn't stop walking but knocked and called out "It's pronounced _anime_, Dad."

He continued down the hall, checking his watch. _Ten minutes until school starts_, he thought to himself_._ While he stared down at his watch, he collided with something—or rather someone—who was going the opposite direction. Hiccup tumbled to the ground, the package flying from his grasp. "Hiccup! I'm sorry," Astrid exclaimed, reaching out to help the scrawny teen stand.

"Ah, it's alright," Hiccup replied, rubbing the back of his neck nervously. _It's just a little embarrassing being knocked down by a girl. Alright, it's __**totally**__ embarrassing. _Astrid bent down, picking up Hiccup's package.

"This is yours?" she asked, holding it out to him. He took it, nodding his thanks. "What is it?"

"You know, I'm not sure," he replied, shaking it by his ear. He heard it rattle; items clanged against each other. Looking up at Astrid, he asked "Wanna find out?" with a sly grin.

She grinned and nodded curtly, leading him over to an empty classroom. She hoisted herself onto the teacher's desk while Hiccup took the chair next to her, placing the box on the desk in front of him. After digging through the drawers for a minute, he found a pair of scissors that he used to cut the tape holding the flaps together. He peeked inside the box, eyebrows quirking as he took in the contents.

"What is it?" Astrid asked, trying to see into the box but Hiccup's ginormous head was in the way. "Come on. What is it?" she demanded, placing her hands on her hips.

Hiccup's cheeks flushed a deep shade of red as he closed the flaps quickly, picking up the box. "Nothing!" he replied quickly, hiding the package behind his back. "Well, would you look at the time! Gotta go. Great chat though. Bye, Astrid!" He began walking backwards, towards the door of the classroom. "Is that a new skirt? It looks great—er—not that I was staring at your, uh, lower region—because I wasn't, I swear! Well, I'm gonna shut up not—Bye!"

Astrid rolled her eyes, reaching other to grab his collar. He was yanked to a stop, the box falling from his hands. Mortified, he watched as the contents of the box spilled out onto the floor where everyone could see them. Astrid slapped her hands over her mouth to stifle her oncoming laughter.

"They're not mine!" Hiccup cried, tugging at his hair as he squeezed his eyes shut. Astrid laughed loudly, pointing at the blushing boy.

"The box has your name on it," she replied, picking up the cardboard.

"Why would I order these?" Hiccup tried to defend himself, picking up handfuls of pads and tampons and throwing them back into the box. "I don't even know what these are-" he said, referring to the feminine products. "What use would I have for bridal magazines and posters of-" he looked at the title. "The world's sexiest men of 2015?" he threw the aforementioned items back into the box. "And why would I ever want a VHS tape about the miracle of childbirth?"

"I don't know, Hiccup, but it says here on the box that you ordered them," Astrid grinned, resealing the box with tape found on the desk. "But I'll keep this our little secret."

"Thank you, Astrid," he breathed out, letting a soft smile slip onto his face. But that relief was short-lived.

"On one condition," she continued. His grin faded. "You have to prove that you didn't buy them."

"How—" he broke off, throwing his hands in the air exasperatedly. "How am I supposed to do that?"

"I don't know," she smiled evilly. "That's not my problem. But if you can't prove you didn't buy them, and you aren't _man_ enough to admit to buying them, you'll just have to pay the price."

"Oh, no…" Hiccup hung his head. _Don't tell Phil. Don't tell Phil. Don't tell Phil…_

"You'll have to take me to a movie," she shrugged, crossing her arms over her chest.

"NO, DON'T—Wait, what?"

"If I have to repeat myself…" she huffed, blowing her bangs out of her face.

Hiccup's look of disbelief slowly melted into one of pure joy. Astrid gave him a grin before leaving the classroom. Staying behind, Hiccup looked back down to the box, opening it once again. He shuffled through the items in it, shaking his head. He couldn't understand how it was that they came into his possession. Hiccup shrugged, moving to reclose the box before something caught his eye.

On the inside flap of the box was a small note—not unlike the type that one would get with an Edible Arrangement. He furrowed his brow, pulling the card off the box. The note read in a blocky font that could only be made by a legitimate typewriter "SATAN RISES."

… … …

Ms. Trone was shocked when she walked into her first class of the day and saw that Tuffnut Thorston was already in his seat, hands folded politely on his desk. She allowed her confusion to show for a good minute and a half before she shook it off and began the next lesson. "Alright, class, take out your books and get ready to write, we have a lot of material to cover today."

Tuffnut smirked, reaching into his backpack. He had gone through a lot of effort to pack his bag to get ready for a day of _actually learning _at school. He bought new notebooks, pens that he wouldn't throw at nerds, and he even found his textbooks at the bottom of his closet.

His smirk dissolved, however, when he didn't feel paper or pens. Instead of the sharp edges of notebooks, he felt soft fabric. Brows furrowed in confusion, he grasped the item, removing it from the bag. He let out a quick scream before he realized that it was his underwear and not someone else's that just happened to be in his bag.

"Mr. Thorston, is there a problem?" Ms. Trone asked sharply, knowing him actually being in class was too good to be true.

Tuffnut didn't respond as he continued to dig through his bag. _I didn't even know I owned this many pairs of boxers._ "Very funny, Ruff," he muttered, throwing a handful of underwear on the floor as he stood up and left the classroom.

Ms. Trone shook her head, muttering something about how those twins are lucky they're good at sports.

**There you have it.**

**Lots of love, minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee**


	21. Christmas Special

**Here's a Christmas Special after a long fricking hiatus.**

**I'll try to update more frequently.**

T'was the week before Christmas and all through the house, Kalika paced, anxiously tugging at her blouse. Present and wrapping were strewn about as Kalika continued, filled with doubt. The author realized rhyming blows and so went back to normal prose.

Underneath the ornately decorated tree were piles of presents that Kalika had finished. "I know I'm forgetting something," she muttered, placing a hand on her chin and she continued to pace. "All the presents are wrapped, the house is decorated, Hiccup's gonna help me clean tomorrow…"

It was only when she noticed a pile of un-mailed envelopes that she realized…

Deadpanning, she rubbed her temples and let out a groan. "The invitations…" she whined, stamping her foot, angry at her forgetfulness. She grabbed the envelopes and threw them into her bag, making sure she had her keys before leaving the house. After having to trudge through snow that almost reached her knees, she made a mental note to write a physical note to remind her to shovel when she gets home.

Hopping in her car, she pulled out of the driveway and headed for Hiccup's house (which was closer to hers than anyone else's). She pounded on the door until it swung open, and she almost punched Stoick in the face. "Hey, Dad," she greeted, smiling cheekily. "Hiccup here?"

He nodded, offering a soft smile.

"In his room being antisocial?" she inquired.

"Is he ever anywhere else?" Stoick chuckled, moving aside to let her in. "I'm surprised to see you out. You hate being in the snow."

"Yeah, yeah, but my forgetful brain failed me, and I forgot to mail out invites to my Christmas party. Of course, I already told everyone I was inviting about it so it's not like it'll be a surprise, but I like giving people a physical reminder. And anyway-"

"Is that Kika?" Hiccup asked, peeking around the corner.

"Hiccup, great! Take this envelope and open it, quickly," she demanded, shoving the letter in his direction. He shrugged, taking the letter from her hand and opening it. "And after you open it, put it on your fridge as a constant reminder."

"An invite to the party? You already told me about that, remember? I'm going to your house tomorrow to help you clean up so you can actually have people over-"

"Yes, yes, yes," Kalika waved him off. "I gotta go, lots of deliveries to make. I'm basically a mail man—hahaha!"

The door closed behind her, cutting off her obnoxious laughter. "That girl is something else," Stoick stated, shaking his head before going back to the football game that was currently on the television.

Hiccup pursed his lips. "She's a weirdo is what she is," he replied before putting the invite on his fridge.

When Kalika knocked on the door to the next house, Astrid's younger brother answered. "Wow, babe! Are you an angel because you have this heavenly glow-" he began, waving his hands in the air.

"Actually I was an angel once but then I became Satan. Is your sister home?"

Henry visibly deflated before walking to the staircase. "HEY, MONSTER BUTT!" he shouted, making the vase on the table next to him wobble a little. "MY FOREVER GIRL IS HERE TO SEE YOU!"

There was a door slamming and angry stomping. "_What_ did you just call me?" Astrid demanded angrily, appearing at the top of the stairs. Her features softened as her eyes fell on the girl standing in her doorway. "Oh, hey, Kika."

"Hey, Astrid," she grinned, pulling the envelope out of her bag. "I have this thing to remind you about my part-ay next week."

"What party? Babe, why didn't you invite me? You _know _I'm a party animal!" Henry exclaimed, putting his hands through his hair.

"Henry, go back to your video games," Astrid hissed, shoving him towards the stairs. After she heard his door closing, she turned back to Kalika, rolling her eyes. "I _am_ so sorry about him. I mean, he flirts with all my friends but…"

"Don't worry your pretty little head over it, Astrid," she smiled, handing her the envelope. "You can come, yeah?"

"Of course!" Astrid grinned. "I love Christmas, haha~"

"Great! Well, I have, like, three more stops to make, and I hate the snow, so…I'll be seeing you!"

"Bye, Kika~"

Eret wasn't home—which Kalika expected (he had said something about going to Paris for a modeling gig). So she slid the envelope under his door with a little sticky note that said she hoped he had fun in Paris. Then she went to Fishlegs' house, where Mrs. Ingerman (his mother) fed her for a full fifteen minutes before even telling her where Fishlegs was. "You're too skinny," Mrs. Ingerman would scold whenever Kalika stepped through the door. Fishlegs would apologize profusely as soon as they were out of his mother's sight.

Fishlegs was in his room, writing an essay for his English class. He scribbled furiously, not even noticing her presence. "Boy, do you ever give yourself a break?" Kalika snorted after watching him for a few minutes.

Fishlegs jumped, turning to face her quickly. "You almost gave me a heart attack, Kika!" he breathed, placing a hand over his heart. "Oh, no! I think you did! I can't feel my heart beating! Ohmygods, Kika, what do I do? Get the defibrillator quick!"

"Fishlegs, your heart is on the other side of your chest, first of all," Kika deadpanned. "Second of all, why do you even _have_ a defibrillator?"

"That's not fair, Kika! You _know_ I have a weak heart," he whined, turning back to his paper.

"Sorry…" she offered a small smile, walking over to him. She placed the envelope on his essay just as he was about to start writing again.

"Party?" he asked after staring at the envelope for a few seconds. Kalika nodded. "I'm supposed to bring the food, right?"

"Would your mother let you do anything less? What's she making, do you know?" she asked excitedly. "Mac and cheese? Cookies?"

"Any dessert you could think of, probably," he rolled his eyes. "A roast beef, mashed potatoes, , vegetables, lasagna, stuffed mushrooms, devilled eggs, fruit, cold cuts and cheese with crackers, and, yes, mac and cheese."

"Mmm, your mom's mac and cheese," Kika licked her lips hungrily. "I knew there was a reason I keep you around, my friend. Well, I'll see you around."

"Bye, Kika!" Fishlegs called, waving as the girl crossed the threshold of his room.

"Don't stress your precious mind," she advised, closing his bedroom door behind her. "Mrs. Ingerman?" she called, peeking into the kitchen. "I think Fishlegs might need some ice cream tonight. He's writing an English paper."

"Thank you, dear," she offered a smile. "Would you like to stay for dinner? It'll put some meat on your bones~"

"Sorry, no can do. I have a special delivery to make. Oh! Then I have to pick up a package from the post office! Thanks for reminding me, Mrs. Ingerman!" she laughed as she left the Ingerman household.

If there's one thing she knew about the twins, it's that they secretly hate having to share everything with each other. Which is why Kalika held only one envelope in her hand as she knocked on the door. She could hear the twins fighting to open the door. Something crashed to the floor. The door flew open and revealed the disheveled faces of the twins. "Kika!" they greeted in unison, each grabbing one of her arms as they dragged her in the house. "We missed you," Ruffnut laughed.

"Come watch us play Mario Carts," Tuffnut insisted, tugging her towards the stairs. "You can watch me kick Ruff's butt!"

"No way! The only butt that's getting kicked is _yours_," Ruffnut glared, pulling Kika towards her.

"Sorry, guys, but the butt kicking will have to wait," Kalika grinned, handing the single envelope to them. "I'm just bringing reminders."

The twins snatched the envelope at the same time and, when seeing the others' hand, turned to glare at each other. "Hands _off_, garbage breath," Ruffnut hissed, pulling the envelope towards her.

"Not in this lifetime, dragon butt!"

"Let _go_, Tuffnut. You got to open the last letter!"

"No, I didn't!"

"Yeah, you did-"

"Oh, dear me," Kalika mocked, fighting back a grin. "Have I forgotten to make two separate invites? Well, I suppose I'll have to open it then to prevent World War Twin." With that, she took the envelope from them and opened it. "Wow! What have we here! _Two_ envelopes. What are the chances of that?" Kalika let out a laugh, handing the separate envelopes to each of them. "I'm heading out. Stay warm, you guys!"

"Bye, Kika!" they called as she closed the door behind her.

… … …

The day of Christmas Eve had finally come, and Kika had taken painstaking measures to make sure her house remained as clean as when Hiccup left four days before. She walked through her front door with numerous bags full of drinks weighing her down. She looked over at the clock and nodded. Hiccup was coming over early because his dad and Gobber were going to the faculty party and didn't want him tagging along. Fishlegs would come some time later to bring all the food in.

"Adam!" Kalika called up the stairs, stumbling with all the added weight.

"What?" Adam's reply was muffled by his closed door.

"Help your frail and weak sister carry stuff!" she sang, dropping the bags to the floor with a loud clunk. She heard his chair roll across the floor before his door opened. Adam walked down the stairs and grabbed almost all the bags from the floor. "I don't need you to carry _all_ of them~" Kika whined, watching as he carried them with ease.

"I'm not," he laughed, already in the kitchen unpacking the bags. "I left you two."

When Kalika got in the kitchen and started to help unpacking, she asked "Are you staying for the party?"

"Sorry, short stack," Adam said, ruffling her hair. "Cassidy invited me to her parents' party. I'll be back tomorrow though. We can spend all day together if you want."

"Alright," Kalika replied, offering a lopsided grin. "But I'm not saving you any cookies."

"Fair enough," he laughed, putting the last bottle in the fridge. "Anything else you need?"

"A hug would be nice…" she suggested, holding her arms out.

"Oh, would it?" he asked, scooping his sister into a bear hug.

… … …

"Hiccup, can you get the door? I think Fishlegs is here with the food!" Kalika cried from the bathroom, trying to light a candle, but the matches kept breaking.

"Alright!" he called back, opening the front door. "Hi, Mrs. Ingerman. Hey, Fishlegs."

"Oh, hello dear!" Kalika could hear Mrs. Ingerman's excited squeal clearly from the other end of the house. "You're too thin, young man. Too thin! Tsk. Well, I suppose you could put on a few pounds tonight. I hope I made enough food. Tod is carrying them in. Are you alright, dear?" she called outside to her husband.

"I…I might need a hand!" Mr. Ingerman shouted back.

"Come on, Fishlegs, let's go help," Hiccup said, walking out the door.

With all the food in its place and all the candles lit (with Hiccup's help, of course), the trio were ready for the rest of the group to show up. They plopped down on Kika's couch, egg nogs in hand while they watched Christmas specials.

Astrid was the first to arrive. She was wearing a red snowman sweater with snowflakes and a pair of dark jeans with mid-calf black boots. She had presents piled in her arms blocking her face when Kalika opened the door. "Need help, friend?" Kika asked, taking half the pile.

"Thanks," Astrid smiled, flipping her hair out of her face.

"No problem," Kika replied, leading the way to the living room. "They'll go under the tree."

They put the presents next to the ones Hiccup brought. After everyone arrived (Eret arrived fashionably late, of course), Astrid turned on some Christmas music while Hiccup and Kalika began distributing plates of food. "Fishlegs, your mom can seriously cook," Astrid said after swallowing a bite of roast beef.

"You get used to the phenomenal tastes," Kalika muttered through a mouthful of mac and cheese.

"I always feel so bad," Fishlegs exclaimed with a smirk. "Every time Kika or Hiccup come over my mom forces them to eat for _hours_! Actually, it's kind of funny now that I think about it." He chuckled.

"It's not her fault, though," Kika explained. "It's her way of showing affection." A few moments of silence followed. "So anyone have any funny stories to tell while we eat?"

"Wanna hear the story of my first photoshoot?" Eret offered, pushing the baked beans and mac and cheese to the other end of his plate.

"Oh, yeah," Ruffnut drawled readily, staring at the male with wide, eager eyes.

"Actually, we want to hear a story from Kika," Tuffnut refuted, jerking Ruffnut's arm out from under her.

"I don't know any good stories, but I know this joke…?" Kika offered, rubbing the back of her neck nervously.

"Well, I like jokes. Ruff," he punched her in the arm. "Don't you like jokes?"

"Uh, yeah, I guess…" Ruffnut agreed, giving one last glance to Eret.

"Okay so a little background on this joke; you guys know that different flavored cheerios can't mate with each other, right?..." So Kalika began to explain how a plain cheerio fell in love with a blueberry cheerio and invented a machine to change his flavor so that he could be with his love. However, his love didn't reciprocate his feelings and created a similar machine to change into a flavor he wasn't. They eventually fell in love and went to a party. "The female cheerio asked her mate to get her something to drink, and, after waiting in line for the milk for twenty-five minutes, he looked over and realized that there was no punch line." she finished with a smile. Hiccup began laughing, almost hysterically, while the rest of the party stared at Kika with blank expressions. "Y…You get it, right? No punch line? Because there's no punch line in the joke either…okay..."

"That was terrible!" Astrid exclaimed good-naturedly, letting out a laugh.

"Alright, so maybe I'm not as funny as I thought," Kika giggled, tugging at her hair. "What if we played a game or…something?"

"Actually, I'm gonna grab some more grub," Fishlegs interjected, grabbing his still-full plate and rushing out of the room.

"Yeah, and I have to, uh…powder my nose!" Ruffnut stated, quickly following after Fishlegs.

"What was that about?" Astrid asked, slightly amused.

"I bet they're secretly in love, and they're trying to hide it from us because they're afraid we won't accept them," Kika announced.

"Nah, when Ruff says she needs to 'powder her nose,' she actually has to take a wiz," Tuffnut explained in a bored tone.

"Lovely," Astrid grimaced, scrunching up her nose.

There was a clatter of objects falling to the ground; the sharp clang of silver hitting the floor followed by the soft squishing of food plopping onto tile. "Uh…guys?!" Fishlegs called from the kitchen, obviously distressed. "A little help please!"

Hiccup, Kika, and Astrid shot up and turned to look at Eret and Tuffnut-who stayed seated. "What?" Eret asked defensively, holding up his hands. "You see these? These are worth _thousands_, ergo they don't do manual labor."

Tuffnut, however, shrugged and stood up, joining the group. They made their way to the kitchen and found the container of green beans had fallen to the floor. "Oh, good! It wasn't the mac and cheese!" Kika exclaimed in relief. "I hate green beans."

Hiccup shook his head at her antics and took charge of the situation, giving everyone a job. Kika and Tuffnut would pick up the container and the serving utensils. Astrid and Fishlegs would clean up the spilled food, and Hiccup would mop the floor afterwards. "Kika!" Ruffnut shouted from the bathroom.

"What?!" she called back, making her way to the closed door down the hall.

"Get in here," she demanded, her voice muffled by the door. "I need your help!"

"Ew!" Kika recoiled, scrunching up her nose in disgust. "Help with what?"

"I dropped my ring in the toilet! Help me!"

Kika made to enter the room before pausing and asking "Are you decent?"

"Of course I am, you creep! Why would I ask you to come in if I wasn't?"

"Just making sure," she said, opening the door. Kika walked over to the blonde and followed her gaze. "Our friendship ring!" she turned to Ruffnut. "I guess this would be the precise time to say, wow. Our friendship has really gone down the drain."

"I'll punch you," she growled. "I'm not reaching into your toilet. Get it for me."

"Ew, gross! No way!"

"Well, then what're we gonna do? We can't just leave it in there!"

"Hehe, water we gonna do, indeed?" then an idea hit Kalika. A terrible yet brilliant idea. "What if we got your brother to do it?"

Ruffnut's face lit up in a wicked grin. "Oh, look how I've changed you! Tuffnut!" she shouted.

"What do you want, crap face?" he called back, his voice slightly muffled from the wall separating them.

"Get over here. We need your manly powers," Kika replied, rolling her eyes at the girl next to her.

"Alright, alright," he conceded. The girls heard his footsteps as he made his way into the bathroom. "What's up?"

"You explain," Ruffnut said, pushing past Kalika. "I have to grab something."

"Alrighty," Kika replied, leading Tuffnut to the toilet. "Ruffnut dropped our friendship ring—a symbol of our mutual care and trust—into the toilet. And I thought you could help us grab it because you like gross things."

"Whoa, whoa, whoa, wait! You and Ruff have friendship rings, and you didn't include _me_? What the heck?"

"It's a girl thing," Kalika said, rolling her eyes. "Now can you help us?"

"Uh, yeah, alright," he nodded, reaching into the toilet and grabbing hold of the ring. He pulled it out and shook some of the water off his hand. "Where do you want this?"

"Just put it in the sink," Kika pointed to the sink next to the toilet. "And wash your hands."

"Sure thing, cap-i-tain," he replied, dropping the ring into the sink before turning on the faucet.

"Thanks, Tuff," Kika grinned after he washed his hands. They turned to leave the bathroom, but Ruffnut stood in front of them, holding out a hand to stop their movement. Kika tilted her head to the side. "Ruff, what's up…?" the female twin smirked and pointed up to the doorframe of the bathroom. Tuffnut and Kalika shared a glance before looking over their heads. Kalika dropped her head, a furious blush spreading across her cheeks. _She didn't_, Kalika thought, completely mortified. _She couldn't have planned this entire thing…?_

"Well, go on, lovebirds," Ruffnut laughed. "Make with the nasty. You're not leaving this room until you do."

Kalika yanked at her hair nervously as she turned to the male twin who was regarding her with an impish grin. "Might as well, right?" he laughed.

"S…sure," she replied, standing on her tippy toes. She pecked him on the lips quickly and pulled away, ready to leave.

"What kind of a kiss was _that_?" Ruffnut laughed, pushing her friend into her brother.

"Ruff, please…" Kika began but was cut off by Tuffnut who shrugged before lifting her chin. He pressed his lips against hers, and Kalika was surprised by how soft his lips were. _This is so mortifying! I hope Hiccup is as embarrassed as I am right now…wherever he is._

And embarrassed he was. Yes, he wanted to kiss Astrid, but not this way! He'd planned out their first kiss in vivid detail! It would happened on their third date after they go to see a movie both of them were really into on Valentine' Day, but no. His _supposed_ best friend had set up this stupid plot and ruined his entire plan! _Thanks, Fishlegs_, he hissed in his mind as he turned to Astrid with a sheepish grin. "H-how about it, Astrid?" he asked, an awkward smile twitching on his lips.

Astrid smirked and grabbed his lapel, pulling him to her forcefully. She crashed her lips against his. Hiccup stared at this girl—this girl who he'd dreamed about for _years_—with wide eyes. He tentatively reciprocated the kiss. He felt her grin against his lips. And, for once in his life, something had gone perfectly right.

**There you have it, lovelies. Like I said, I'll try to update more frequently.**

**Lots of love, minions.**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	22. Chapter 20

**Wow, I must have been dead, right?**

**Disclaimer: HTTYD isn't mine. Probably a good thing too.**

After first period, Hiccup rushed to find Kalika. He didn't know who would send him a package like that, but it would have to be someone from school. The fact that they sent it to Berk Academy meant they didn't know where he lived—which was a good thing—but if he had a stalker at school, he'd need Kalika's help. As much as it hurts his ego to admit it, Kika was infinitely stronger than him and did a great job of keeping the bullies away from him.

He found the girl in the café, lazily rolling her skateboard back and forth in front of the vending machine. "Kika!" he called, rushing over to her while waving frantically.

She looked up at him, a grin slowly spreading across her face as he got closer. "Hey, Hiccup~" she greeted slowly, gesturing to the vending machine. "I was just noticing how lonely these sodas must be. Being forced to conform with society, standing single file, unable to protest against The Man. It's sad, Hic, really sad." she shook her head as if a great loss had occurred.

"Kika, I need your help," Hiccup exclaimed frantically. "I got this package and it had-" he broke off. "Well, never mind what it had in it. And there was a note. Someone's stalking me, Kika, and I need you to protect me."

"Whoa, Hic-cup, you _need_ to relax, dude! Your core is so gonna get out of balance if you keep stressing like this. I'm sure it's nothing," she soothed, stroking the brunette's hair idly.

"But-"

Kalika shushed him quickly. "No buts, little man. If it's seriously got you stressin', I'll keep an extra eye out for any abnormal beings."

"Thanks, Kika," he breathed with a small smile.

"No thanks necessary, dude," she grinned lazily, patting his shoulder. "Just try to get your aura to mellow. It's seriously bumming me out."

And with that she was gone, skating across the cafeteria.

Hiccup stared after her. Once she was out of sight, he shook his head. "It's gonna take me a while to get used to that," he muttered before making his way to his locker to get the books he'll need for his next two classes.

… … …

"You sabotaged me," Tuffnut growled at his sister as he approached her during break.

"What do you mean, womb brother?" Ruffnut muttered, staring into a bottle of tropical punch, mesmerized. "This reminds me of the decadent appearance of blood."

"You put underwear in my backpack," he scoffed, crossing his arms over his chest. "Are you trying to get back at me for dumping chocolate on you?"

"Why would I do that? I'm no longer amused by petty pranks," she raised her eyes to the ceiling, heaving a sigh. "In fact nothing amuses me any longer besides the sole light of my world-Kalika."

"Dude, I know you replaced all my books with boxer shorts," he snapped.

"Why would you all of the sudden decide to bring books to school in the first place?" she sighed, moving pudding around the cup with a spoon. "Since when have you become interested in school?"

"If you can change, so can I," Tuffnut retorted, sticking his nose in the air.

"Are you sure that's the true reason?" Ruffnut smirked, looking up at her brother. "Perhaps it's because I informed you that Kalika appreciates intelligence."

Tuffnut sputtered, completely flustered. "I…but—but of course not because of…you…ah, forget it!" he growled before turning on his heels.

Once he was out of sight, Ruffnut broke down laughing. "Oh, I can't wait to tell Kika about this!"

**Here you go! I'll try not to be as dead for the next update.**

**Loves and hugs, minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	23. Chapter 21

**Next Chapter! I'll try to keep updating!**

**Disclaimer: HTTYD! It isn't mine!**

A couple of days passed without incident, and Hiccup soon forgot about the anonymous card and the random delivery. It was Saturday, and he didn't have to go and train with Adam, who was visiting his girlfriend out of town. Deciding he'd enjoy this day off, he threw on his sneakers and began getting ready to take a walk to a nearby park.

Stepping out the door, he noticed something colorful out of the corner of his eye. He left the door ajar as he went to investigate. A large bouquet of flowers of every color lay off to the side on the top step, almost covered by an untrimmed hedge.

Cocking his head to the side, Hiccup bent down and picked up the flowers. He checked to see if there was a card because he wanted to make sure they weren't at the wrong house (he often received packages from his neighbors' elderly relatives). Finding the card buried right in the center of the bouquet, he pulled it out, careful not to ruin any of the flowers. The first line read HICCUP in a cursive font.

He furrowed his brow, but shrugged and began making his way back to the door as he continued to read what was written. "YOU ALWAYS LOOK ABSOSLUTELY DIVINE, BUT THE WAY THE LIGHT HITS YOU FROM THE WINDOW OF YOUR BATHROOM MAKES YOU APPEAR AS ANGELIC AS THE DIVINE LORD SATAN HIMSELF."

Hiccup's eyes widened and he dropped the flowers, backpedaling into the house, almost knocking down and end table in his front entryway. As he slammed the door shut, he silently affirmed that a walk is probably the last thing he needs on a beautiful day like today anyways.

… … …

Tuffnut was preparing to head off to the gym. He usually went with his sister but she told him she wasn't into that kind of stuff anymore. Of course, he huffed and pouted. He even waited for her to laugh and tell him she was just kidding. Apparently, she wasn't.

With his duffle bag packed, he sauntered out the front door, turning back to shout a quick goodbye to his stink brain sister. He stopped dead in his tracks, cocking his head to the side like a confused puppy. "Ruff, did you do some gardening?" Tuffnut called to his sister as he observed the front lawn. There were forks _everywhere_.

Dropping his duffle bag, he circled the lawn, observing the forks. "Huh…"

Holding his finger up as if he got an idea, Tuffnut ran inside his house and reemerged moments later with a tall chair. He placed it on the sidewalk and clambered up onto it, turning to face the forks. "Oh~ it's a message!" Tuffnut nodded, proud he had figured it out. "Satin Rinse?" he read, cocking his head to the side once more. "Oh! No, Satan rises! _That's _what it says! That's…whoa…whoa!...not cool. Ruff?!"

He waited a few minutes before he heard the front door open. "What do you want?" Ruffnut groaned. "I was just painting my nails, numb skull."

Tuffnut hopped off the chair and approached his sister. "Look, I get you're trying out a new look," he told her, nodding his head in concession. "But no one else in the house is. Keep your creepy cult gardening methods away from my azaleas. Negative energy does _not_ help them grow to their fullest potential."

"I don't know what you're talking about," Ruffnut glared. "Being outside isn't good for my pale complexion, doofus. Why are you sticking all our forks in the lawn anyway? Mom's gonna have a fit, _and_ you're gonna have to wash all those."

"You're real funny, Ruff, but the joke's a little old. Just tell me you did it."

"While I think it's hilarious someone's trying to freak you out, _I_ didn't do it, _Tuffnut_," Ruff hissed before storming back inside the house, slamming the door behind her.

**Yes, she totally did do it, omz!**

**Lots of love, my minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


	24. Chapter 22

The next day at school, Hiccup rushed to find Kalika. Not only did he have to tell her about those flowers and that—he shuddered—note, there was more. After he went back inside, he started getting these weird phone calls. The first three times, he ignored it. The calls were from a restricted number, and he didn't usually pick up for unknown callers. During the fourth call, however, he started thinking it might be important. Perhaps a college or sometimes his father called from the office. But when he picked up, there was nothing on the other line.

No, that's not true. There was someone there, but they didn't say anything. They just…breathed. Heavily. Deep, shuttering breaths.

Generally, Hiccup wouldn't think anything of it, but the calls kept coming. He prided himself on his ability to think rationally, but he had seen one too many episodes of _Obsessed: Dark Desires_ and he was _not_ down for a psychotic stalker.

He hoped and prayed they would get bored and stop after an hour. They didn't. He didn't get any sleep last night because of the calls. Every minute of the night.

"Kika," Hiccup gasped, having ran from the locker room to her homeroom. The girl looked up at him from something on the desk. "Kika, I need your help. The person who sent me the package last week at school. They…they…"

"Hiccup, re-lax!" Kalika giggled, waving to him to come over. "Come watch this bug with me. I named him Fred. He has six brothers and eighteen sisters and they're all mean to him. Even his parents hate him. So I decided he'll be part of my Ohana."

"Kalika, please," Hiccup begged, still slightly out of breath. "They do know where I live _and_ they have my phone number, please. I need your help!"

"There are a lot of people who need my help, Hic," Kika conceded, giving him an idle glance before turning back to her new bug brother. "The polar bears, Bengal tigers, panda bears, killer whales, but Fred here trumps all of that! He's never felt the love of another. Living his life in turmoil, going from one ant hole to the next. It's so sad…"

"You know what else would be sad?" Hiccup demanded, getting in her face frantically. "If I wound up dead in a ditch because this stalker wouldn't leave me alone and you weren't there to help me! Kika~"

"Death is just another adventure," Kalika assured him, patting him on the back gently. "Look at Fred with me. He goes about his life, not knowing he's a bug. Not knowing he's any different. He doesn't fear death or the unknown. He doesn't fear _anything_! He just takes in what is, Hiccup. Isn't that beautiful? Go on, look at him."

Hiccup closed his eyes, heaving a sigh. "Alright, alright," he conceded, staring at the bug with her. Fred crawled across the desk, circled Kika's water bottle, approached Hiccup, and turned around. Hiccup began to feel himself relax more and more with each step the ant took. "This is actually pretty nice, Kika."

Kika hummed in agreement.

"He's kinda cute, huh?" he asked, placing a finger in Fred's path. The ant paused, approached the new obstacle and turned to go the other way. "Hey, little guy. Wanna be my brother too?"

The ant stopped its retreat from its obstacle. Fred turned around in a touching change of heart and clambered on top of Hiccup's finger. "I'd take that as a yes," Kika smiled.

The two sat there, watching as Fred got to the other side of the finger and walked down onto the table. Hiccup had to admit, he was feeling so much more relaxed. It must have been the way his tired brain worked because none of his problems were solved. He was honestly just staring at a bug. But this bug. This ant was starting to mean something to him.

Maybe what Kika said about him not caring about the past or the future, only concerned with the now, maybe that could help him. Maybe Hiccup could only be concerned with the now. What a great revelation. And it's all thanks to this cute little ant named Fred.

"Hey, babe," came the obnoxiously loud voice of Phil—I mean, Snotlout—as a hand shot out, slamming on the table. Hiccup stared in horror as his new role model was smashed beneath the meaty palm of Snotlout's hand. He fought back a sob. No way would Hiccup cry in front of Snotlout. Kalika, however, looked like she was seconds away from gross sobbing.

"My brother," she whispered, so quietly that Hiccup almost missed it. She straightened up quickly, fixing Snotlout with a chilling glare. "What do you want, Phil?" she asked coldly.

"I told you—why do you keep—" Phil stammered before he, too, straightened himself out. "It's Snotlout, okay? Snotlout is my name, alright? Alright?!"

"Is it on your birth certificate?"

"Well, not…not _exactly_-"

"Then it's not your name, _Phil_," she hissed. Hiccup felt himself rejoicing: no more weird Kika! She's finally acting like herself again!

Snotlout heaved a sigh. "I…guess…fine, call me whatever then," he huffed. "I'm just making sure we're on for that date."

"What date?" Hiccup asked, contorting his face into one of pure disgust, looking back and forth between his best friend and his mortal enemy.

"There is no date," Kalika replied, looking proudly at Hiccup before turning to Snotlout. "Because _Hiccup_ is going to make it on the football team." she stood up. "Now if you'll excuse me, I have to go mourn the loss of my bug brother."

Once Kalika passed the threshold, Hiccup turned an awkward smile to Phil. "I-I should get going, too" he said, excusing himself. He shuffled quickly past the taller male, shutting the door behind him. He leaned against the wall, breathing a sigh of relief. It had dawned on him in those brief seconds of alone time with Phil that it could be _anyone_ who's harassing him. It could even be Phil, though he doubted that the brute was smart enough to plan out something like this.

That revelation, however, kept him on his toes for the rest of the day as he wondered _who_ it could be.

Needless to say, he was a paranoid mess for the entirety of the day.

… … …

Ruffnut was slightly concerned with the fact that she hadn't seen her brother since they got to school. Wondering what could be wrong, she went off to find him. She bullied some underclassmen into helping her look, letting them take the first two floors while she checked the third and fourth, knowing that's where he liked to hang out.

She found him with Kika, sitting in a corner of the science lab. "What are you two losers doing?" Ruff asked, plopping down next to them.

"I was in here mourning the murder of my bug brother," Kika replied. "When Tuff walked in. His aura was totally out of whack, and he sat here-" she pointed to where the boy sat with his head buried in his knees. "And I've asked him what's harshing his mellow, and he hasn't told me, man."

"Ruff, it's terrible," Tuffnut muttered, his voice muffled. "I'll never be able to unsee what I've seen. It's too horrible."

"What's wrong, Tuff? Did the devil send his helpers after you?"

"What? No-"

"Lame~"

"Ruff, listen. I saw things," Tuffnut announced, grabbing onto his sister's shoulders. His eyes were wide and terror filled them to the brim. "Scary, scary things."

"Tuff, you'll never feel better if you don't verbalize whatever is consuming you," Kalika soothed, rubbing his back. "What did you see?"

"I…someone…I went into the bathroom, like I usually do in Pre-Calc, right?" Ruffnut nodded, so he continued. "Well, when I walked in, I didn't noticed anything strange at first. So I do my business, and I think 'Wow, they got new urinals. Sweet!' but then I realize that there's a girl behind me! And then I realize that it's not a new urinal and that I'm peeing _in the sink_!"

Ruffnut couldn't help it. She let out a loud laugh, relishing in her brother's misfortune. "You went into the girls' bathroom?!" she exclaimed, cackling.

"Shut up, Ruff! I'm not done with the story," he glared, pushing her over. "Where was I? Oh, right. Then, I hear someone in a stall curse so I turn around and a…thing! A thing rolls out from under the stall door and it's covered in blood! So I stand there, shocked! And the girl who first saw me is just standing there. Then the chick from the stall comes out and picks up the bloody thing and…" he holds his hands up to his face. "There's blood on her hands! Don't you see? I caught her in the act of murder! You should've seen the way she looked at me—like I was next!"

Kalika snorted, shaking her head. "Tuff, that thing was probably just a pad-"

"No, Kika, I think he has a right to know," Ruffnut interrupted. "There are so many murders here, Tuff. They hide the bodies all over the school grounds. You must have walked in on someone's dumping grounds. I'd watch out if I were you, Tuff."

"What am I gonna do?" Tuffnut exclaimed, throwing his face in his hands. "I'm too young to die! I have to hide! Ugh, but football tryouts are in less than a week! What if they cut off my legs? What if they cut off my hair?!"

"Well, good luck with that. Come on, Kika," Ruffnut said, standing up. Kika looked around before doing the same. She waved to Tuffnut with a lazy smile etched on her face.

"Bye, Tuff!"

The girls closed the door behind them as they left, leaving Tuffnut alone in an abandoned, dark classroom. "Wait, you guys forgot to tell me what to do?!" Tuffnut called out to them.

… … …

Later that night, Ruffnut is in her bathroom, removing the dye from her hair. It's time for the final phase of her revenge against Tuffnut.

… … …

While Ruffnut changed her appearance back to normal, Kalika was hacking into Hiccup's laptop while he showered. She supposed she had another half an hour before he came back. Opening the most recent document—an essay for English class due the next day—she cracked her knuckles and got to work.

**Winner, winner. Here's another chapter~**

**Feel free to review~**

**Lots of love, minions!**

**Yours psychotically,**

**Vee **


End file.
